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INTRODUCTION. VU 



IB £eur from any town; the foil is rich; the 
sea ahnost surrounds it, and its iandlords 
reside on their estates. Moreover, the peo- 
ple know little, and care less about politics; 
and the Protestant Cl&if^yman and the Ca- 
tholic Priest (at least it was so in my 
time), conceive that each has sufficient em- 
ployment in attending to the moral and phy- 
sical wants of hjs flock. The neighbourhood 
also affords many atUactions to the antiquarian 
and the lover of wild or beautiful scenery. 
Several ancient castles, particularly the seven 
castles of Clonmines, are in its immediate 
vicinity; the Irish Hercukneum — the old 
Town of Baimow— ^lies buried in the sands 
that skirt the coast ; and within the distance 
of a few miles is ^^ Bag and Bun," where 
Strongbow landed on first visiting the country, 
and where, according to the legend — 

** Irelonde was loste and won." 
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But it is with a trembling hand, and a beat- 
ing heart, that I lay these Volumes before 
the Public 

I may, however, state, that I was led to 
publish, rather by accident than design; for 
having written a few Sketches for a periodical 
work,* conducted by my husband, and find- 
ing that one of them had become too extend- 
ed for its pages, I was tempted to <^ write 
a Book." 

MY DEAR MISS MITFORD, 

VERY AFFECTIONATELY YOUR'S, 

ANNA MARIA HALL. 



• ** The Spirit and Mannen of the Age," in which three of the 
shorter Sketches were originally published. 
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Vl INTRODUCTIOK. 

county nrndi celebrated in the annals of Old 
times, and, indeed, unliappily so, in those of 
more recent, thon^ I trust, now nearly for- 
gotten days. But let me warn you against 
the danger of fdling into one of two op- 
posite errors — expecting either too little or 
too much. You are not to behold the people 
and their dwellings, like those in your own 
" sunny Berkshire," surrounded by all the 
blessings that independent feelings and well* 
I'^ulated minds can only gire; but if you look 
^or filthy cabins and a miserable peasantry, 
^^e strangers to industry and contentment, 
you will be equally mistaken. Trust ro 
you have been often deceived by those i 
J^ve presented you with broad caricatui 
instead of faithful pictures of Ireland an<^ 
inhabitants. 

c 

I confess, however, that Bannow 
fevourable specimen of an Irish villaj 
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sea almost surrounds it» and its landlords 
reside on their estates. Moreover, the peo- 
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tholic Priest (at least it was so in my 
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But it is with a trembling hand, and a beat- 
ing heart, that I lay these Volumes before 
the Public 

I may, however, state, that I was led to 
publish, rather by accident than design; for 
having written a few Sketches for a periodical 
work,* conducted by my husband, and find- 
ing that one of them had become too extend- 
ed for its pages, I was tempted to '^ write 
a Book." 

MY DEAR MISS MITFORD, 

VERY AFFECTIONATELY YOUR's, 

ANNA MARIA HALL. 



• << The Spirit and Mannen of the Age," in which three of the 
Sorter Sketches were originally published. 
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MY DEAR MISS MITFORD, 

I can inscribe my Volumes to no one 
with more pleasure or propriety than to you, 
from whose vivid delineations of Elnglish 
character, I have derived so much informa- 
tion and enjoyment Will you, then, accept 
the tribute of public homage, as well as of 
private affection? 

I am desirous of introducing you to 
an Irish village — ^my native village of Ban- 
now — which I must first tell you is situated 
on the Eastern coast of Ireland, and is justly 
the pride of the county of Wexford — a 
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county much celebrated in the annals of Old 
times, and, indeed, unhappily so, in those of 
more recent, though, I trust, now nearly for- 
gotten days. But let me warn you against 
the danger of falling into one of two op- 
posite errors — expecting either too little or 
too much. You are not to behold the people 
and their dwellings, like those in your own 
** sunny Berkshire," surrounded by all the 
blessings that independent feelings and well^ 
regulated minds can only give; but if you look 
for filthy cabins and a miserable peasantry, 
alike strangers to industry and contentment, 
you will be equally mistaken. Trust me, 
you have been often deceived by those who 
have presented you with broad caricatures, 
instead of faithful pictures of Ireland and its 
inhabitants. 

I confess, however, that Bannow is a 
favourable specimen of an Irish village. It 



INTRODUCTION. VU 

is far from any town; the soil is rich; the 
sea almost surrounds it| and its landlords 
reside on their estates. Moreover, the peo- 
ple know little, and care less about politics; 
and the Protestant Clergyman and the Ca* 
tholic Priest (at least it was so in my 
time), conceive that each has sufficient em- 
ployment in attending to the moral and phy- 
sical wants of his flock. The neighbourhood 
also affords many attractions to the antiquarian 
and the lover of wild or beautiful scenery. 
Several ancient castles, particularly the seven 
casties of Clonmines, are in its immediate 
vicinity; the Irish Hercukmeum — the old 
Town of Bannow^-^lies buried in the sands 
that skirt the coast; and witiiin the distance 
of a few miles is ^< Bag and Bun," where 
Strongbow landed on first visiting the country, 
and where, according to the legend — 

♦* Irelonde was loste and won.** 
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Allow me, tlien, to introduoe yoa to the 
Tillage of Bannow, and to the dwellers 
therein* I have endeavoured to describe them 
in the following Sketches; and I trust you will 
kindly and patiently look them over. They 
are drawn by a most inexperienced hand ; but 
I have the hope, in which every young artist 
may be suffered to indulge — of having pro- 
duced a striking outline, because the model is 
Nature ! In truth, they have been ^ taken 
from the life ;* and I have narrowly and fre- 
quently examined every original before I 
have ventured to give the portrait I know 
tlyil your firiendly eye, though it may per- 
ctiT«w will not dwell upon, their fisoilts. Of 
crilkisni I entertain no dread, — 
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But it is with a trembling hand, and a beat- 
ing heart, that I lay these Volumes before 
the Public 

I may, however, state, that I was led to 
publish, rather by accident than design; for 
having written a few Sketches for a periodical 
work,* conducted by my husband, and find- 
ing that one of them had become too extend- 
ed for its pages, I was tempted to ** write 
a Book." 

MY DEAR MISS MITFORD, 

VERY AFFECTIONATELY YOUR'S, 

ANNA MARIA HALL. 



• " The Spirit and Mannen of the Age/' in which three of the 
shortar Sketdie* were originally pnbliahed. 
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4 LILLY O'BRIEN. 

(it is very extraordinary, but who is without 
some weakness?) Mrs. Cassidy will have it that 
a quern * grinds wheat better than a mill, and 
produces finer flour ; she therefore abuses those 
both of wind and water, and persists in grind- 
ing her own corn, as weH as in making her own 
bread. By the bye, this very quern was in 
great danger some time ago, when an antiquary, 
who had hunted hill and dale, seeking for Da- 
nish or Roman relics, (I forget which — ^but it is 
of little consequence), pounced upon it, declared 
it was a stone bowl of great antiquity, and 
that Mrs. Cassidy's maiden name, " Maura 
O'Brien," carved on it in Irish characters, 
proved it to have been used either by Dane or 
Roman, in some religious ceremony or Baccha- 
nalian rite, I cannot take it on myself to say 
which ; — ^but this I know, that the old gentle- 
man was obstinate ; had been accustomed to 
give large sums for ugly things of every de- 
scription, and thought that Mrs. Cassidy could 
be induced to yield up her favourite, for three 
guineas. He never was more mistaken in his 
life ; nothing could tempt Mrs. Cassidy to part 
with her dear quern ; so he left the neighbour;^ 
hood almost heart-broken with disappointment. 

* A kind of hand-mill, still patronized by " the ancient 
Irish," 
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MT DEAR MISS MITFORD, 

I can inscribe my Volumes to no one 
with more pleasure or propriety than to you, 
from whose vivid delineations of English 
character, I have derived so much informa- 
tion and enjoyment Will you, then, accept 
the tribute of public homage, as well as of 
private affection? 

I am desirous of introducing you to 
an Irish village — ^my native village of Ban- 
now — ^which I must first tell you is situated 
on the Eastern coast of Ireland, and is justly 
the pride of the county of Wexford — a 
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ing cfaina and glass tor use and show, the bro- 
ken parts carefolly tamed to the wall — ^the 
inside of the chimney lined with square tiles of 
blue earthen ware; and orer it an ivory cmcifix 
and a small white chalice, full of holy water ; 
six high backed chairs, like those called ** edu- 
cation," of modem days, a well polished round 
oak table, and a looking-glass of antique form, 
completes the furniture. The window! forget 
the window! oh, that would be unpardonable. 
ft consists of six unbroken panes of glass, and 
outlooks on such a scene as I have seldom wit- 
nessed. Let lis open the lattice — ^what a gush 
of pure invigorating air ! behold and gaze, aye 
first on the flower-bed that extends to where 
IMth. Cassidy, with right good taste, has opened 
a view in the hawthorn hedge ; then on, down 
that sloping meadow dotted with sheep, and 
echoing the plaintive bleat of the young and 
toiulor lainhH ; on, on to the towering cliff, 
which sends leaping over its blackened sides, 
a sparkling foaming torrent, rapid as lighten- 
ing, and flashing like congregated diamonds, 
for the sun*s brightness is upon it, to the wide 
spronding sen, which reposes in its grandeur, 
Hko a shoot of molten silver. Yonder torrent 
is Hlrungely beautiful. The rock from which 
it gunhes is dark and frowning, not even a plant 
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MY DEAR MISS MITFORD, 

I can inscribe mv VoliiBie* t/> no ori«; 
with more pleasure or prcfriet)' than t/> votj. 
from whose vhrid delineacdon* tA Yjn^yvAh 
character, I hare derired «o much informs 
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an Irish Tillage — mj nadre riL'^*: (A buH 
now — ^whidi I mast fir^ t^Ll vo*. L* ^rrcaxai 
on the EastCfB caaat of IreJ^r.^ jl:.^ > V-^^T 
the pride of ike crxirity of \Wx>/<^ 

TOL. I. 




VI INTRODUCTION. 



county much celebrated in the annals of Old 
times, and, indeed, unhappily so, in those of 
more recent, though, I trust, now nearly for- 
gotten days. But let me warn you against 
the danger of falling into one of two op- 
posite errors — expecting either too little or 
too much. You are not to behold the people 
and their dwellings, like those in your own 
** sunny Berkshire," surrounded by all the 
blessings that independent feelings and well-^ 
regulated minds can only give; but if you look 
for filthy cabins and a miserable peasantry, 
alike strangers to industry and contentment^ 
you will be equally mistaken. Trust me, 
you have been often deceived by those who 
have presented you with broad caricatures, 
instead of faithful pictures of Ireland and its 
inhabitants. 

I confess, however, that Bannow is a 
£sivourable specimen of an Irish village. It 
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18 far from any town; the soil is rich; the 
sea almost surrounds it, and its iandlwds 
reside on their estates. Moreover, the peo- 
ple know little, and care less about politics; 
and the Protestant Cl^rg^yman and the Ca- 
tholic Priest (at least it was so in my 
time), conceive that each has su£Scient em- 
ployment in attending to the moral and phy- 
sical wants of his flock. The neighbourhood 
also affords many attractions to the antiquarian 
and the lover of wild or beautiful scenery. 
Several ancient. castles, particularly the seven 
castles of Clonmines, are in its immediate 
vicinity; the Irish Herculaneum — the old 
Town of Bannow— rlies buried in the sands 
that skirt the coast ; and within the distance 
of a few miles is ^^ Bag and Bun," where 
Strongbow landed on first visiting the country, 
and where, according to the legend — 

•* Irelonde was loste and won." 
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jantlewoman" — ^no small praise from the poor 
Irish, who venerate high birth to an extraordi- 
nary degree. Lilly's time was not idly spent 
Mrs. Cassidy resolved that she should know 
every thing ; and as her childish days had heen 
occupied solely in the business of education, 
as she read correctly and wrote intelligibly, 
it was time, the good lady thought, to teach her 
all manner of useful occupations ; consequently 
spinning succeeded knitting, and then eame 
marking, shirt-making in all its divisions, name^- 
ly, felling, stitching, button-holes, and sewing; 
then milking and churning ; the best practical 
method of hatching and bringing up chickens, 
ducks, turkies, geese, and even pea-fowl— two 
of the latter were, unfortunately for poor Lilly, 
given to her aunt just as she arrived at the cot- 
tage — then the never-ending boiling of eggs, 
and chopping of nettle tops for the young tur- 
kies, that they might put forth their red heads 
without danger of croup or pip — then the calf, 
an obstinate orphan, had to be dosed with beaten 
eggi and new milk, because he would not feed 
as he ought ; her cousin's and aunt's stockings 
regulary mended ; and worst of all, a dirty shoe- 
less gipay, the maid of all work to the establish- 
ment, was given to my sweet Lilly's superin- 
tendence. To Lilly ! who had never known a 
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mother's care, had been a foolish father's idol, 
and who had no more method or manage- 
ment, than a baby of five months old ; however 
her patience, and gentleness, worked wonders ; 
from before sunrise she toiled, and thought; 
and at the end of six months, astonished even 
Mrs. Cassidy. The quern never ground such 
fine flour, the poultry were never so well fat^ 
tened, the needle-work was never so neatly 
finished, and 'the cottage never so happy, as 
since Lilly had been it's inmate ! When the 
toils of ^e day were comparatively ended, and 
when the refreshing breezes of evening ram- 
bled among the sweet, yet simple flowers, that 
blossomed in the garden, Lilly loved to sit and 
read, and watch the blue waters ; and, as the 
night advanced, gaze on the meek moon, float- 
ing in her own heavens. She had now resided 
nearly three years at the cottage, and was one 
fine summer evening sitting under the old thorn 
tree ; some grief must have been heavy at her 
heart, for tears, in the full moonlight, were 
trembling on her long eye-lashes — perhaps her 
aunt had been ansry, or Edward had plaenied 
her with too man/JhU never-ending e'rrSls. 
" Well, cousin Lilly," exclaimed a joyous 
voice, '* I never saw such a queer girl as ye 
are ; ye've been trotting, and mending, and bo- 
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thering all day, and now, instead of a race, or 
a dance, or any thing that way, there ye sit,, 
with y'er ould books, and y'er blue eyes, that 
bate the world for beauty. Lilly dear — tears ! 
as I stand here, you've been crying ! what ails 
ye, Lilly ? what ails ye, I say ? I take it very 
unkind of you, Lilly" — and he sat down and 
took her hand with much affection — *' I take it 
very unkind of ye to have any trouble an- 
known't to me, who loves ye — (Lilly tried to 
withdraw her hand) as an own brother. Has 
mother vexed ye?" ** No." " Well, then, cheer 
up ! come, come ! James Connor has lent the 
bam to-night, and I met Kelly the piper going 
there, and there '11 be a merry spree, and you 
must jig it with me, and Harry too, Lilly dear; 
and mother '11 be glad ye go. Come, sure y'er 
a blessing to the ground ye walk on. Come, 
put on y'er pumps and white stockings. The 
people say y'er proud, Lilly, but y'er not, 
though ye might be ; for there's not one in the 
parish like ye." 

Lilly's heart fluttered like a caged bird, as 
she did her cousin's bidding, and accompanied 
him to the bam, where the piper was blowing 
his best for the boys and girls, who footed gaily 
to their favourite jigs. The Irish, old and young, 
rich and poor, all love dancing ; and, although 
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their national dance is rude and ungraceful, 
there is something heart-cheering in witnessing 
the hilarity with which it inspires them. 

While Lilly and Edward were joining in the 
amusements of the evening, Mrs. Cassidy was 
sleeping or knitting at her kitchen fire, until 
disturbed by the raising of the latch, and the 
•• God save all here," of '* Peggy the Fisher." 

I wish I could bring Peggy ** bodily" be- 
fore you, for she is almost a nondescript. Her 
linsey-woolsey gown pinned up behind, fully 
displayed her short scarlet petticoat, sky blue 
stockings and thick brogues ; a green spotted 
kerchief tied over her cap, then a sun-burnt, 
smoke-dried, flatted straw hat, and the basket 
of fish resting ** on a wisp o' hay," completed 
her head gear. Whenever I met her in my 
rambles, her clear loud voice was always em- 
ployed either in singing the *' Colleen Rhue," 
or repeating a prayer; indeed, when she was 
tired of the one, she always returned to the 
other ; and stopping short the moment she saw 
me, she would commence with : — 

** Wisha thin it's my heart bates double joy 
to see you this very minit. Will ye turn y'er 
two good looking eyes on tbim beautiful fish 
lepping alive out o' tlie basket, my jewil. Och 
it's thimselves are fresh, and it's they 'ud be 
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proud if ye'd jist tell us what ye'd like, and 
then we'd let ye have it a dead bargain !" 

^^SSy ^^ certainly the queen of manoeuY- 
ring! and thought it no '* harm in life, to make 
an honest pinny out o' thim that could afford 
it ;" but she had strong affections, keen percep- 
tion, and much fidelity ; her ostensible trade 
was selling fish, but there was more in her bas- 
ket than met the eye^^-French silks, rich laces, 
or some ^rops of smuggled brandy for choice 
customers ; and when the farmer's wives could 
not pay her in cash, they paid her in kind — 
meal, feathers, chickens, and even sucking- 
pigs, which Peggy disposed of with perfect 
ease; so extensive were her connexions. Then 
she was the general match-maker, and match- 
breaker, of the entire county. Those who 
could write, confided to her their letters; those 
who could not, made her the messenger of 
sweet or bitter words, as occasion required. 
And to do Peggy justice, she has even refused 
money, ay, solid silver and gold, rather than 
prate of love affairs ; for she pitied (to use her 
own words), *>' she pitied the young craturs 
in love ; well remimbering how her own saft 
heart was broke many's the day ago." Peggy 
lived any where— every where. There were 
few married or single, who either had not 
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needed, did not need, or might not require, 
Peggy the Fisher's assistance; and the best 
bit and sup in the house were readily placed 
before her. 

" Och Peggy, honey," exclaimed Mrs. Cas- 
sidy, '' is that y'erself ! sure I'm glad to see 
ye, agra ; and what '11 ye take ? — a drop o' tay, 
or a trifle o' whisky to keep the could out o' 
y'er stomach, or may be a bit to ate ; tliere's 
lashings o' white bread, and sweet milk, and the 
freshest eggs ever laid." 

'' Thank ye kindly, Mrs. Cassidy, ma'm; 
sure it's y'erself has full and plinty for a poor 
lone woman like myself. I'll take the laste 
taste in life o' whiskey — and may be ye'd 
take a drop o' this, ma'm dear, a little corjial 
I has, to keep off the water flash," — continued 
she, screwing up the comer of her left eye, 
aod placing her basket on the table. 

'* Hare ye got any thing striking handsome 
under thim dirty sea weeds, and dawny shrim- 
peens, agra ?" inquired Mrs. Cassidy. 

" May be I have so, my darlint, though it's 
little a poor lone cratur like me can afford to 
do these hard times ; and the custom-oflicers, 
the bad yillians, are grown so 'cute that there's 
no ho wid em now at all, at all. There's 
a thing fit for Saint Patrick's mother any 
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how," — displaying a green tihawl with red 
roses on it — '' there's a bom beauty! and 
such nataral flowers, the likes of it not to be 
met wid in a month o' Sundays — there's a 
beauty !"^ 

*' Sure I've the world and all o' shawls, 
Peggy, a voumeen ! and any how dial's not 
to my fancy. What 'ud ye be axinig for that sky 
blue silk handkerchief?" 

'< Is it that y'er after ? it's the last I got o' 
the kind, and who 'ud I give a bargain to as 
soon as y'erself, Mrs. Cassidy, ma'm ; and ye 
shall have it for what it cost myself, and thaf s 
chape betwixt two sisters ; it's raal Frinch, the 
beauty ! and it's wronging myself I am to give 
it for any sich money — dog chape, at six thir- 
teens !" 

** Och ye Tory !" exclaimed Mrs. Cassidy : 
six thirteeus for that bit of a thing, is that the 
way ye want to come over a poor widow ? ye 
thief o' the world !" and she avoided looking 
at the tempting article by fixing her eyes on her 
knitting, and working with double speed. 

'' Well, mistress dear, I never thought ye'd 
be so out of all rason," and Peggy half folded 
up the handkerchief; Mrs. Cassidy knitted on, 
and never even glanced at it. 

''It's for Miss Lilly; I'm thinking ye wants 
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it; and sure there's nothing in life, wonld look 
so very nate on her milk white shkin, as a sky 
blue handkerchief ; and so ma'm ye won't take 
it, and it killing chape." 

Mrs. Cassidy shook her head. 

" Well, to be sure for you I would do 

so, there — ^" (throwing it on the table) ** ye shall 
have it for five thirteens: and that's all as 
one as ruination to myself." 

'' I'll tell ye what, Peggy a'cushla !" and Mrs. 
Cassidy took ofi* her spectacles, and looked at 
the kerchief attentively: '' I'll tell ye what ; it 
was four thirteens ye meant, and ye meant also 
to give Lilly, two yards o' that narrow blue rib- 
band for knots, that ye promised her long 
agone." 

** I own to the promise, as a body may say ;" 
responded Peggy ; ** I own to the promise ; 
but as to the four thirteens for sich as that ! 
woman alive!" 

** Asy, asy, Peggy, honey, no harm in life," 
interrupted Mrs. Cassidy, ** take the blue rag, 
it's no consam o' mine." 

"Blue rag, indeed ! but" — after a pause — ** it's 
no rag, Mrs. Cassidy, ma'm, and there's no one 
knows that betther nor you, that, has all the wis- 
dom in the whole counthry to ^erself, but how- 
somever, take it, sure I would'nt disagree with 
VOL. I. c 
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an ould residenther, to say nothing of a coun- 
thry woman, for the vallee of a few brass far- 
dins." 

Mrs. Cassidy extracted from the depths of 
an almost unfathomable pocket, a long stocking, 
slit like a purse in the centre seam,, and tied 
with a portion of red tape at either end. From 
amid sundry crown, half-crown, '' thirteen,^ 
and '' sixpinny'^ pieces; the exact sum was 
selected, paid, and the kerchief deposited in 
an ancient eupboard, that extended half the 
length of the kitchen, and frowned in all the dig- 
nity of Jamaica mahogany, on the chairs, setUe, 
and deal table. 

'' The boy and girl are out I'm thinking, 
commenced Peggy, as she lit her cutty pipe, 
and placed herself comfortably in the chimney 
comer, to enjoy the bit of gossip, or, as welt 
bred people call it, conversation, which the 
ladies, aye, and the lords of the creation, so 
dearly love. 

" They're stept down to Connor's to have a 
bit of a jig ; I'm right glad to get Lilly out, 
she's so quiet and gentle, and cares as little for 
a dance, and less by a dale, nor I do !*' 

^* Och, ma'm dear, that's wonderful, and 
she so young, and so parfect handsome, — and 
more thinks that same nor me !" 
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" Who thinks so, Peggy?" inquired Mrs. 
Cassidy, anxiously. 

" What! ye don't know, may he? — Why 
thin I'll jist hould my tongue." 

** Ye'll do no such thing, Peggy; sure the 
colleen is as the sight o' my eye — as dear to 
my heart as my own child, which, I hope she'll 
he one o' these days, plase God ; and I tould 
ye as good as that hefore now, the time, d'ye 
mind I bought her the green silk spencer 7 and 
why not ? an't I rareing her up in all my own 
ways 7 and is'nt she o' my own blood, as a body 
may say ? And Ned, the wild boy, that has 
full and plinty to keep him at home, if he'd jist 
mind the land a bit, and give over his sailing 
talk, 'ud make a fit husband for her; and thin 
I could make my sowl, and die asy in yon little 
room betwixt my son and daughter. And I 
tell ye what, Peggy the Fisher, there's no use 
in any boy^s casting an eye at my Lilly, for 
Ned's wife she shall be ; and I Maureen C as- 
sidy say it — that was never gainsaid in a thing 
she took in her head, by man or mortal." 

" Very well, my dear, very well, why !" — 
ejaculated Peggy, as, gathering herself over 
the dying embers of the turf fire, with her 
elbows on her knees, she jogged slowly back- 
ward and forward, like the rocking motion 
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of a cradle. They both remained silent for 
some time. But Mrs. Cassidy^s curiosity, that 
unwearying feeling of woman's heart, neither 
slumbered nor slept; and after waiting in 
vain for Peggy to recommence the conversa- 
tion, she could contain no longer : — 

** Who was talking about Lilly's beauty, 
Peggy ?" 

** Oh ! my dear, sure every body talks of it ; 
and why not?" 

" Ay, but who in particular?" 

** Och, agra ! no one to say particular, that 
is, very particular." 

" I'll tell you what, my good woman," said 
Mrs. Cassidy, rising from her seat, and fixing 
herself opposite the Fisher, " If I find out that 
you've been hearing or saying any thing, or 
what is more, hiding any thing from me, re- 
garding my boy and girl, when I gets you at 
the other side o' the door (for I would'nt say 
an indacent thing in my own house). 111 jist 
civilly tell ye my mind, and ax ye to keep y'er 
distance, and not to be meddling and making 
wid what does'nt consarn ye." 

Peggy knocked the ashes out of her pipe, 
crammed her middle finger into it to ascertain 
that all was safe ; and putting it into her poc- 
ket, curtsied to Mrs. Cassidy, and spoke — *' As 
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to good woman ! that's what I was niver called 
afore ; and as to not hearing ! would ye have 
me cork my ears whin I hard Ned and Harry 
Connor discoorsing about the girl, and I at 
the other side o' the hedge ? Och, och ! to 
think I should iver be so put upon — but good 
night, good night to ye. Mistress Cassidy — cork 
my ears, agra ! And now," she continued, as 
she hastily stept over the threshold, ** I'm at 
the other side the door, so say y'er say." 

Mrs. Cassidy was more curious than ever ; 
and her short-lived anger vanished as Peggy 
withdrew. 

*' Stop, Peggy, don't be so hot and so hasty ; 
sure I spoke the word out o' the face, and meant 
no harm ; come in, a-coushla ; it's but natand 
I'd be fiery about thim, and they my heart's 
treasure." 

In three minutes they were as good friends 
as ever, and Peggy disclosed the secret, which, 
notwithstanding her apparent unwillingness, 
she came to the cottage to tell — « Ye mind the 
thorn hedge, where the knock slopes ofi*; well 
the day was hot, and I tired with the heat, and 
the basket, and one little thing or another ; and 
so down I sits on the shady side, thinking o' 
nothin at all, only the crows, the craturs, fly- 
ing to and fro, feeding the young rawpots that 
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kicked up sich a bobbery in their nests wid the 
hunger ; and of what the priest said from the 
altar, aginst smuggling, and if he was in right 
down amest about it ; and then it crassed my 
mind to be sure, how hard it was, for a poor 
lone body, to make an honest bit o' bread these 
hard times, and the priest himself agin it; well, 
by 'n by, who comes shtreelin' up the hill at my 
back, but your Ned, and young Harry Connor; 
well, I was jist goin' to spake, but by grate good 
luck I held my whist ; well, the first word I 
hears was from Ned's own mouth, and they 
were a good piece off at the time too ; she's 
always the same, says he, always, sure I love 
her, as my own sister ; may be more nor that, 
say's Harry, quite solid. Harry, says Ned> 
solid like too, don't go to the fair wid the joke ; 
look, I'd suffer this arm to be burnt to the 
stomp to do Lilly any good ; heart frindship 1 
have for her, and well she desarres it ; but no 
heart love. Wid that, my jewel ! I thought Harry 
Connor 'ud have shook the hand bodily off Ned, 
and thin I hard Ned say as how he'd like a 
more dashinger girl for a wife nor his cousin, 
and thin agin he talked about travelling into fo- 
reign parts, and thin they comaraded how Ned 
'ud bring them in company thegither as often 
as he could, and talked a dale o' the dance. 
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and Ned said ho never see'd the colleen yet 
he'd like to marry; and Harry's quite done 
over, for he swore he'd lay down his life for one 
look o' love from Lilly's eyes, and they kept on 
talkin' an' talkin', and I kept creepin' an' cree- 
pin' alongside the ditch, till the road tamed : 
and ye know it was my duty to find the rights 
of it, and you consam'd." 

Mrs. Oassidy waxed very wroth as Peggy's 
narrative drew towards a close ; she had made 
up her mind that the cousins should he married ; 
and thought she had managed matters ad- 
mirably. She was always praising Edward to 
Lilly, and Lilly to Edward, and it was quite 
impossible to think that two creatures so per- 
fect, (notwithstanding it must be confessed, that 
her son often occasioned her much anxiety), and 
in her opinion, so well suited to each other, 
should be constantly in each other's society, 
without falling in love. Lilly's anxiety to pro- 
mote her cousin's happiness, the perfect willing- 
ness with which she made all her industry, all 
her amusements, yield to his caprice, almost 
convinced Mrs. Cassidy, that she would not op- 
pose her wishes ; and then came another puz- 
zling consideration ; Edward had always ap- 
peared so very fond of Lilly ! The poor wo- 
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man was fairly baffled ; how she wished that 
Harry Connor was little, old, and withered as 
a cluricawn ; but, no, he was tall, handsome, 
and more gentle, more polished, than her son. 
Ned was gay and careless as ever ; his raven 
hair curled lightly over his finely formed head, 
and his hazel eyes, full of bright laughter, ac- 
corded well with the merry smile that played 
around his mouth. He was frank and gene- 
rous, but he was also violent and capricious. 
Had Lilly not been so much with him, nay, 
perhaps, even had he not instinctively felt that 
his mother wished him to marry her, he would 
have fallen over head and ears in love at once. 
He admired and respected Lilly, yet her quiet 
virtues were a silent reproach to his reckless- 
ness ; and at heart he longed to sail on the blue 
waters, and visit other lands. Next to his 
mother and cousin in his regards, came Harry 
Connor ; and Harry well deserved it. He was 
a most extraordinary Irishman ; cautious and 
prudent, even when a youth, and gentle and 
jconstant. The second son of an opulent grazier, 
he had been educated for the priesthood, and 
would, no doubt, have been useful in his mi- 
nistry, for he had kindly feelings towards all 
his fellow creatures, but that the death of his 
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elder brother made it necessary for him to assist 
his father and family, in the management of 
the grass farm. 

Poor Mrs. Cassidy, do you not pity her? — 
Mothers are the same, I belieye, all the world 
over ; and really it is a very great shame that 
such an outcry should be raised against their 
little innocent manoeuvrings, though it must 
be confessed they are sometimes very annoy- 
ing, and not unfrequently end in a manner little 
anticipated. Poor Mrs. Cassidy ! After a few 
moments cogitation, she was about to give vent 
to her anger, when the sweet voice of Lilly 
was heard bidding ** good night, and thank ye 
kindly," to — Harry Connor. 

** Stay, stop, asy," ejaculated Peggy, jump- 
ing up — " if that's Misther Harry, maybe (call- 
ing after him), ye'd jist give me, a poor cra- 
tur, a bit o' y'er company down that lane, that 
I don't like to go alone : good night to ye all 
kindly, and the blessing be about ye." And 
basket and all went off at a short trot, Peggy's 
particular gait. 

'' MHiat ails ye, aunt dear," affectionately 
inquired Lilly ; for Mrs. Cassidy had not 
spoken. 

" What ails you, girl alive; or dead, for y'er 
as white as a sheet — and where's Ned ?" 
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'' Ned went a piece of the way home with 
Katey Turner/' replied Lilly, blushing, and 
tears gathering in her eyes at the same time. 

'^ And you came a piece with Harry Con- 
nor ?" 

'' I could not help it, aunt dear," aaid Lilly 
earnestly. '' Sure Ned ran off with Katey, 
and asked Harry to see me home." 

" He did, did he? Why then," cried the 
dame, rising in a great passion — '* I'll soon 
tache him betther manners, the reprobate !" 

** Oh aunt, dear aunt !" — and poor Lilly 
threw her arms around Mrs. Cassidy's neck — 
** Oh don't say a hard word to Ned — oh may- 
be he couldn't help it ;" and she burst into 
tears. '* But don't, oh don't, for the sake o' 
her that never angered ye, don't say a hard 
word to Ned." 

" Y'er a good girl, I'll say that for you, any 
how, my own colleen," said Mrs. Cassidy, 
kissing her fair forehead — " there go to bed, 
my darlint ; ye look very pale, an't ye well." 

" Yes, aunt, thank ye ; but y'er not angry 
with Ned ?" 

" Well, well, go to bed, I'll not scould him 
much, a vourneen." 

** Not at all, at all, my own dear aunt." 

*' Well, there agra, you've begged him off; 
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stay a minute, gramachree !" — Lilly was just 
mounting the ladder which led to her small 
chamber; she returned — ** I jist wanted my 
child to tell me why she calls me aunt, now, 
that used to call me mother, when first she came 
to me; Lilly darlint! am I less a mother to 
ye now, than I used to be ?" 

** Oh ! no, no, no ! not that, dear a — smother," 
— she stammered out ; and again her face and 
bosom were red — '* Not that" 

" What Oien, Lilly love ? I hope I'm y'er 
frind, and ye ought to tell me." 

** Oh nothin' at all— only Katey and the girls 
laughed when I called you mother, and said" — 

" What did they say ?" 

" Oh, all a folly — only they said — 'twas all 
a folly — ^they're very foolish, I'm sure," 

** Well, but what was it, a cushla?" 

" Why, that there could be only three sorts 
of mothers — bom mothers, and step-mothers — 
and, and— oh, it's all a folly — (Poor Lilly 
covered her face with her shawl) — mothers-in- 
law." 

Mrs. Cassidy replied not, but kissed her 
cheek, and then Lilly flew up the ladder— closed 
her door — after a pause, half opened it again, 
and without showing her face, said, ** remem- 
ber, you promised not to be angry with Ned." 
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Lilly's feelings were both new and painful; 
she wept very bitterly, as she knelt at the side 
of her humble couch, and pressed her face to 
the coverlet : was it because her aunt was angry 
with Edward ? No ; for her anger was like the 
shower in April, ardent, but passing soon : 
was she vexed at Edward's attention to Katey ? 
she certainly thought he danced, laughed, and 
jested with her more than was necessary — but 
why unhappy at that ? Katey was her friend, 
Edward her cousin. When Harry pressed her 
hand with so much tenderness, at the cottage 
door, why did she shake it from him, and feel as 
if insulted? Lilly knew not her own heart, 
and wondered why she had spoken so sharply 
to poor Harry — Harry, who lent her books, 
and whose kindness was proverbial, all over the 
parish. She was bewildered; all she knew 
was, that she was more unhappy than ever she 
had been in her life. She sat long, trying to 
collect her senses, and at last, the rush-light 
sank into the socket of the white-ware candle- 
stick ; it had been her cousin's present. Then 
she again remembered, that, although the 
moon-beams had long since begun to peep 
through her little window, Edward was not re- 
turned; she opened the casement which enclosed 
only two small panes of glass: the glorious pros- 
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pect lay before her, and the watch-light gleamed 
brightly over the dark blae waters from the dis- 
tant tower of Hook. The weather had long been 
calm and clear, and the full blown roses that 
had never felt a rough blast, or a chilling 
shower, imparted their sweet fragrance to the 
midnight air ; the path by which Edward would 
return, crossed the meadow, and her heart 
bounded, when his figure appeared hastily 
striding homewards. ** I hope he did not see 
me/' thought she, as she closed the window : 
'' yet why? sure he's my cousin." In a moment 
after, the latch was lifted, and she distinctly 
heard her aunt say : — 

** A purty time o' night, indeed, for you to 
march home, master Edward Cassidy, and to 
lave me, a poor widow, and y'er own mother, 
alone in this desolate hut.'' 

** It's a comfortable hut thin," replied Ed- 
ward, laughing, " and how are ye lone, whin 
there's Lilly, and Ruth, the dirty sowl, and 
Bran, to say nothin' of ould puss, sitting so 
snug on the harth stone ?" 

'' How do you know Lilly's at home? It's lit- 
tle ye care about her, or ye'd be far from letting 
that long gomersal of a fellow, Harry Connor, 
see her home, and you flirting ofi*, with that 
jilting hussey, Katey Turner." 
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'' Katey Tamer's no jilt, or flirt either, bat a 
tight, clane skinned little girl ; and Harry's no 
gomersal at all; but an honest fenomr, that'll 
make a good husband for my handsome con- 
sin, one o' these days — and not long neither. 
What a wading we'll have, for sartin." 

Poor Lilly's heart sickened, and her head 
felt giddy, when she heard these words. She 
never intended listening, but her respiration was 
impeded in the deep anxiety with which the 
waited for, yet dreaded, her aunt's reply« Mrs* 
Cassidy was struggling for utterance ; she hsA 
seldom, perhaps never, been so enraged. Ned's 
words, and perfect carelessness of manner, had 
almost maddened her. 

" Look ye, Ned — Ned Cassidy," said she, 
after a pause, during which Edward saw the 
storm fiercely gathering — ** Look, I'd sooner 
see Lilly stretched on that table ; aye, I'd sooner 
a hundred times, and a thousand to the back of 
it, keen at her berrin', than see her thrown 
away upon that ownshugh ! she's for his bet- 
thers, though little they seem to think of it" 

" Whew ! whew ! — is that what ye'r after, 
mother dear. Well then, now I'll jist tell ye 
the rights of it, and then we'll drop it for ever, 
Amin. As to Lilly, a betther girl niver drew 
the breath o' life ; and I regard and love her 
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as a sister ; but as to any thing else» mother — I 
won't marry; I'll see the world. And, any how, 
she's not the patthem o' the wife I'd like.*' 

Mrs. Cassidy clenched her fist, and holding 
it close to her son's face, ejaculated — '' Holy 
Mary ! ye bom villian ! — ye disobadient spal- 
peen ! — ^ye limb o 'Satan ! — ^ye — ^ye — down upon 
y'er bare knees, and ax my pardon for crassing 
me ; or, by the powers ! Ill have father Mike 
himself here to-morrow momin, and marry ye 
out o' hand." 

*' I ax pardon for contradicting ye, mother ; 
but ye'U do no sich thing. Say two more words 
like that, and the dawn o' day '11 see me abord 
the good ship Mary, that's lying off Hook-head, 
where they'd be main glad of a boy like me, as 
I hard to-night, to go a few voyages and see 
the world." 

** And is this the thanks I git for all my 
love, ye scoundrel ; to fly in my face after that 
manner 7 Ye may trot off as soon as ye plase ; 
but the priest shall know y'er doings, my boy. 
Och! ye ungrateful! down this minit, as I 
tonld ye ; and, as God sees and hears me, ye 
shall be married to Lilly before to-morrow sun 
sets !'' 

^' I see, mother, ye don't mane to listen to 
rason ; but one word for all. By the blessing 
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o' God I'll not marry Lilly ; and I don't care 
that — (snapping his fingers) for priest or mi- 
nister." 

'' Take that thin for your comfort — and my 
heavy curse M^d it." And, enraged by her son's 
so wilfully destroying the hope that had latterly 
been the chief blessing of her life, in her fury 
she struck him a violent blow on the face. Poor 
Lilly rushed to her door ; but her powers were 
paralyzed. She could not undo the simple fas- 
tening; but clung to the window, that was 
close to it, for support. Edward spoke not; and 
his mother's arm sunk by her side. Her rage 
was abating, when Edward, bursting with 
smothered anger, which he pent up with a des- 
perate effort, deliberately took his hat, walked 
to the door, and out, without uttering a single 
word. " Ned, Ned !" exclaimed Mrs. Cassidy, 
but Ned returned not. Lilly, pale and wild 
in her appearance, in a few moments, was at 
her aunt's side. She had seen the desperate 
haste with which her cousin crossed the garden, 
trampling the flowers in his path ; and alarm- 
ed least his passion should lead him to some 
dreadful act, she rushed down the stairs. 

'' Oh ! to think, said she, after y'er promise, 
that ye should be so cruel to your own child, 
and all for one like me ; oh ! if I'd ha' thought 
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it, sure grass should'nt grow under my feel, 
before I'd be far from this house ; oh call him 
back ! call him back ! and I'll fly the place for 
ever." 

** HeUl come back fast enouglr, I'll ingage," 
said the widow, ** he's not sich a fool;" she 
opened the door, and saw in the moon-light his 
receding figure. 

*' He'll not, aunt Oh the blow! the blow! 
to think of y'er striking so high a spirit, and that 
^* Mary" lying off Hook-head, and the mate of 
her, Katey's uncle, putting his comether on 
Ned ; sure I saw it, only I never thought 
it 'ud come to this, at the weary dance to 
night." 

** Indeed !" responded the mother, now really 
alive to the danger of losing her son. '* Lilly, 
my darlint, you can save him, fly, you can over- 
take him; there, he has'nt turned the knock yet; 
tell him he shall do as he plases ; say, that I'll 
beg his pardon ; only as he valees his mother's 
blessing, not to desart her in her ould age.*^ 

Lilly drew her cloak over her head, and ran, 
as fast as her strength permitted, after her way- 
ward cousin, whose firm, quick step, as he 
paced towards the main road, rendered the 
maiden's fleetness almost ineffectual : but at 
length she stood panting, almost fainting, at 
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his side. It was then that a tide of con- 
flicting feelings, deprived her of utterance; 
for the first time, she felt herself a rejected, 
despised creature, and that hy the being a 
thousand times dearer to her heart, than life it- 
self. When he knew she had overheard the 
dreadful conversation in the cottage, what must 
lie then think of her ? Modesty, the sweet hlos- 
som of purity, the mild glory of woman's life ! 
had been outraged by her pursuing even in such 
a cause, one who disdained her ; and as those 
ideas shot like fire through her brain, she 
caught at a tree for support, and murmured, 
** Holy Mary, direct thy child." Edward spoke 
not, but looked on his cousin, with more of 
bitterness and scorn, than of any other feeling. 
Twice she tried to speak, but vainly she opened 
her parched lips. " Ned," she at length articu- 
lated, *' you are going I know, to lave us; her, 
I mane your mother, and you know Ned, she has 
no hope but you ; oh Ned ! Ned ! in her ould age 
do not fly her ; think o' the time when she 
carried ye in sorrow and in bitter trouble, 
think"— 

" Of the blow she gave me," interrupted Ed- 
ward fiercely ; "by all the holy saints ; if a 
man, ay, my own father, had dealt so with me ; 
I'd, I'd have knocked him down, and ground 
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him into the hard earth." And be Btamped so 
violently y that poor Lilly, was perfectly ter- 
rified. 
** Ned you know you pi^voked bert and" — 
^* And so you, Lilly/' be again int^rrupledt 
** you, with all y'er modesty and quietness, you 
collogued aginst me too : and that's the up- 
shot of your coming among us ; Och ! och I 
I thought ye had a more dacent spirit than 
to follow a boy to ax him to marry ye, and he 
y'er couain !" Lilly roused by this unjust sar* 
casm, was collected in a moment; drawing her 
slight, yet dignified figure to its full height, 
she shook back the beautiful hair, that bad 
clustered over her drooping face ; and stood 
firm and erect, with the beams of the chaste full 
moon gleaming upon her uncovered bead. 

** Ye don't know me then ; and I have lived 
under the same roof with ye three years and 
more; but ye don't know me, Edward Cas- 
sidy; if by axing the powerful king of Eng- 
land, who sits on his throne, to make me his 
queen, it could be done-*-the poor orphan girl 
would scorn it Lilly O'Brien followed ye, not 
for that The grate God that sees all hearts, 
knows that the words I spake M*e thrue. Never, 
till this woful night, did I think that y'er mo- 
ther wished me to be nearer to her than I am. 

d2 
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Ye bitterly wronged me : bat that's not what 
I came to say. I tell ye that y'er mother begs 
ye to come back ; and not to thrust to the wild 
sea, when every comfort in life is for ye on 
land. She axes ye to forget ; she even begs of 
ye for Christ's sake to forgive the blow ; but 
stop, that's not all — /, the desolate orphan, who 
have, innocent-like, been the cause of all this 
misery, / beg of you, you that so insulted and 
wronged me ; and I do to you what I never 
did to any yet, but my heavenly comforters, 
on my two knees, I beg ye to return; — ^Ed- 
ward Cassidy, ye shall see me no more. I have 
no other home, but I am young, and, for a poor 
girl, not ignorant, praise be to your mother for it 
I will quit the house for ever ; ay, before the 
sun rises. Do not let me feel that I have dri- 
ven the fatherless boy to labour, may be to 
ruin." 

She raised her clasped hands as she spoke, 
and her eyes, filled with the pure light of vir- 
tue, met the wild gaze of her cousin. 

" Lilly," he replied, raising her from the 
ground, and looking upon her more kindly, 
" things must go on as they are. What com- 
fort would my mother, God help her! have 
wid-out ye. I have been a trouble and a 
plague to her — ^but you have been like an own 
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Under child^ and smoothened every step. I'll 
go to sea for a while — it 'ill be long afore I 
can forget that she did to night What- 
iver divil tempted us both to sich anger. 
I'll be well to do in the same ship wid 
Katey's uncle, and ye'll all be glad to see me, 
, may-be, whin I come back. And Lilly — I 
ax y'er pardon for saying the say I did of yoa 
— it was'nt from the heart, only the temper. 
I do know ye betther — and Harry Connor '11 
be a happy man yet — if ye'll only jist give 
him that young heart that's as innocent as the 
new-bom babe. And now God be wid ye. 
The ** Mary" may sail at day-brake for what I 
know to the contrary. God bless ye." 

The heedless youth hastened on. 

" Oh ! Ned — Ned, and wont ye say a word ; 
or even make a sign that I may tell y'er mo- 
ther all is pace ?" He stopt and waved his hat 
over his head; and the belting of many foliage 
trees that enclosed Mr. Herriot's estate;, 
hid him from her sight — Tears came to her 
relief, and she felt happy that Edward did not 
suspect how dearly she loved him. She turned 
homeward with a sorrowing heart, and was 
proceeding slowly on, when Peggy the Fish- 
er's little black dog, Coal, (we beg his par- 
don for not mentioning the very busy, ugly 
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little gentleman before), ran out of a break 
hi the adjoming hedge, and renewed his ao- 
qnaintance with Lilly, by jumping and whin*- 
ing in that peculiar tone which ghowft a more 
than friendly recognition. Lilly was astoniah- 
ed ; but still more so when the flattened hat 
and round rosy face of Peggy appeared through 
the same opening. 

*' Why then, Miss Lilly dear, is it y'er fetch ; 
or where are ye moving along, like a hirj 
queen in the green meadows by the moonlight? 
Ah ! gramachree," — she continued forcing her 
way through the hedge—" ye look like a spirit 
sure enough ! My poor colleen. Borrow soon 
withers the likes o' you." 

Lilly felt sadly mortified, for she had little 
doubt but that Peggy had overheard the con- 
versation between her and Edward. And| al* 
though ** the fisher^ kept love secrets with tX" 
traordinary fidelity, yet she certainly did not 
wish to trust her. 

** So he^s gone, the obstinate mule ! — but I 
ax y'er pardon. I hard every word of it, over 
the hedge, just by accident, as a body may say 
— ^for you see ma voumeen I was waking for a 
particklar frind that promised to meet me 
about a little bit o' business that cant just 
be done by day-light, on account of the law. 
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Och ! its hard for a lone woman to get a bit 

a dacent bread ; and the free rovers thimselves 

are getting so cute that tiler's no coming np to 

thim at all^ at all ; but I'm keeping ye' here, 

and the poor woman 'ill be half mad 'till she 

hears tidings o' Ned, the boy. I'll walk a 

step wid ye, and be back time enough yet. 

God help me; I must travel to Hook and 

Ballyhack too, the morrow momin. OchI 

but its hard to am an honest pinny in tiiis 

wicked world." And the lady smuggler crossed 

herself very devoutiy. 

** Hook ! are ye' going to Hook the morrow 

momin?" inquired Lilly. 

'' Plaae God, I'll do that same." 
" Oh ! Peggy thin, it would be an act o' 
charity just to take Ned some o' his bits o' 
clothes and things — if he will go, sure he 
ought to go dacent ; and I'll make up the bun- 
dle for him, and lave it under the black thorn, 
in an hour or two ; for I'll try and get her to 
bed ; the Lord console her ! and stale thim out 
like, for I know she'll be too angry to send him 
any comfort yet a bit, and the ship may sail 
afore she comes to herself." 

** Why thin, that's wise and good, the col- 
leen gra' — but sure you're the last that ought 
to grieve after the boy ; it 'ill be well for you, 
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for sartin ; the ould woman has all in her own 
power — and sure its to the one that hide's wid 
her she'll lave it. Mind y'er hits and ." 

" What d'ye mane hy spakeing to me after 
that fashion?" said Lilly^ darting a look of 
anger on her companion ; which, if Peggy 
could have seen, she must have felt. ^* How 
dy'e think I could get such hitter hlack hlood 
in my veins, as to plan such divils mischief as 
that ! Keep that sort of advice for thim that '11 
put up with it ; Lilly O'Brien scorns it" 

" Hullahulloo ! there we go ! Well, if y'er 
so wrapt up in thim that does'nt care a skreed 
for ye ; why, ye'd betther just go to the fairy 
woman and get a charrm, and bring Mm back, 
my purty Miss." '...).:* 

'' I'll tell ye what Peggy — I dont HleddliB 
or make with any body, and no bodymeed med«> 
die or make with me; no bodycail sajr stgin 
my liking my cousin, and why not ? v Myownt 
meant all kindly to both ; but Use thoras ari 
sown and grown, a^d sure its heart ismnrow.M 
think o' his flitting from his own home ;i bnt'if 
he was willin' this minute to take ni^aforb^i 
Priest, dy'fe think I'd have the' ihattd^ and' aivt 
the heart?' Fairy w^mab Indeed,' I' vief nphe-^ 
lief in suchnohsince;'^' • - »» • ■ • j ■••i^-- 

*^Oh! to hear how sho>sptikoS"Of' the good 
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people, and the very spot we^re in may be. 
Lord save us ! full o' thim. Well, there's the 
house — I'll take the bundle safe, agra.** She 
stopped for a moment, to watch Lilly enter the 
cottage, and then muttered : ** I ca^nt make her 
out ; she's either a bom nataral, or something 
much above the common.'' 

Lilly O'Brien found it a painful duty to ad- 
minister consolation, where she herself so much 
needed it ; but, after all, continual employment 
is the best balm to the sorrowing mind. Save 
that her cheek was somewhat paler, and her 
gentle smile less frequent, six months had 
made little change in my sweet Lilly *s appear- 
ance. Not so was it, I am sorry to say, with 
Mrs. Cassidy, poor woman ! She felt her son's 
desertion, as a mother can only feel, but still 
more she grieved, when week after week passed, 
and the Bannow post-man brought no letter 
from the wandering boy. Post evenings found 
her at the end of the lane that led to her cot- 
tage, anxiously watching John Williams's ap- 
proach. Still no letter cheered her broken 
restless spirit; and though she would never 
confess that she wandered forth on this errand, 
every Monday and Friday found her on the 
same spot ; and she was on those days more 
bustling and fidgetty than usual. Sometimes 
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she would abuse the absent one — in no gentle 
terms; but Lilly never failed to remember 
some kind act of her cousin's, and her low 
musical voice, in the soft tones of unaffected 
feeling, was ever ready to plead for him. At 
other periods the widow would weep like a child 
over some little circumstance that brought Ned 
to her recollection. The flowers he planted 
blossomed — or the beehives he had watched 
wanted thatching — or the table he made lost 
its leg — or the pig wanted ringing. Lilly never 
mentioned him, except when her aunt led to 
it ; but her eye-lid was often heavy with tears. 

Luckily for all parties an event occurred 
that fully employed my worthy old friend's 
thoughts and actions. 

The wind-mill, that, from the landlord's de* 
pending on the steward to get it repaired ; from 
the steward's depending on the mason to see 
to it ; from the mason's depending on die sla* 
ter; the slater on the carpenter; the carpenter 
on somebody, or nobody, or anybody but him- 
self (after the true Irish fashion) — ^the wind- 
mill ! Mrs. Cassidy's particular aversion — the 
wind-mill ! that had suffered a paralysis for 
more than five years, although every body said 
how useful it could be made — the wind-mill 
was repaired, furnished with new wings, and 
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commenGed operationi within the short space of 
three weeks, to the astonishment of the natives, 
who (I most confess it, howeyer unwillingly), 
are like all their conntry-men and women, the 
most procrastinating race on the face of the 
earth. Mrs. Cassidy was annoyed beyond mea- 
8111^. ' ' The qnem was kept in constant motion, 
and'Lillyilras left at home in *' pace and quiot- 
nessv^Nl^e her annt sidled from house to honse, 
esbibStiiij^ sfrecimens of the flour ground in her 
aWH^bdnk^f HnA contrasting it with what she 
VdrAkM ^**tfie boorse trash o' branny stuff, made 
tHj^^yi/hM Mi, that comes out o' that grinder a 

^ Wal Cassidy was from home; Lilly had 
finished her allotted portion of flour, and was 
ifl^^iif'flif^fptxilig the frugal supper, when our 
bM'AoqtSLdhtance, Peggy the fisher, and Peggy's 
Ifnl^d<i^,e6al, entered the cottage. Lilly had 
i^ei^'toi^ttth the low cunning the fisher had 
cfHttiMfM* the evening, every transaction of 
yJI/tScliViie'do perfectly — too perfectly — ^remem- 
ImMA ; 'iind her pde cheek flushed, and a sha- 
doW jNMkiBtt tdve^ her brow as slve returned the 
^^fitiT^ Gif' the village busy-body. 
oukit l^'tbt for staying; niay be I'm not dver 
Utel b Ji tt fef; MlM Lilly-^bttt nevek* mind agra 1 
VThM'tMjbpIe'^ an^wid people, And all for 
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good advice, givin from the heart, and wid good 
tntiDtioii, all through — why people mast only 
put up wid it until oder people sees the rights 
o' it. Well my dear young cratnr, its tittle 
ye know's o' the world yet; ah! its a bad 
world for a dacent poor lone woman to get a 
bit o' bread in ; but sure you'll not be lone 
in it. I see'd a handsome boy not tin mi- 
nutes agone, 'ud give his best eye — (and 
troth it 'ud be hard to choose betwixt em) for 
one look o' love from ye, as I hard him say, 
mauy's the day ago, with my own two ears." 

" I am sorry for it, Peggy, if what yon say 
is true ; for no one in the wide world do 1 love, 
btuTing my own poor aunt." 

" Asy, child, sure I'm not axing ye any 
questions— only, it's long may-be since ye hard 
from beyant seas ?" 

" My aunt has never hard from Ned since 
he quitted," replied Lilly. 

" Well, may be so best. No news is good, 
they say." 

" I hope BO." 

" Now, what 'ud ye say to a poor body 'ud 
tell ye something 1" 

" I'm sure I don't know," said Lilly ; ■■ it 
would depend upon what that something was." 

■• Woil thin, here it is :" — and Peggy drew 
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a dirty sailor-like letter from her bosom, and 
placed it in Lilly's outstretched hand. ** There 
ma colleen gra ! it's from Ned, sure enough ; 
and for y'erself. One who brought it tould 
me, for I've no laming — ^how should a lone 
cratur like me get it ! But it's little ye'll like 
the news that's in it ; and I don't know how 
the ould 'ooman 'ill like it, at all, at all." Lilly 
stood unable to inquire, unable to open the let- 
ter she had so long wished for. Peggy, with 
her usual sagacity, saw the dilemma, and settling 
the basket on her head, departed, with *' God 
be wid ye mavoumeen." Lilly broke the wafer 
with trembling hand, and read as follows : — 

" Dear Cousin, 

** This comes hopping, you and my mother 
is well, as I am at present, thanks be to God 
for the same — and likes the sea; but the land, 
somehow is a safe-errer life : particular for a 
family man, as I am, having married out o' 
love, a girl I'm not ashamed of; an English 
bom and bred, and well iddicated and ma- 
ner'd as need be for a boy like me. I'd have 
written afore, but did'nt know how it 'id end, 
as I was terrible in love. And now I ax my 
mother's blessing. And Lilly dear, it's you 
that can get that for me ; and I know ye'll do 
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your best to make things comfortable. I'm 
sorry mother and I parted in anger ; but it will 
be all for the best in regard of the wifo. And 
I intind bringing her home to ye, and we'll all 
be happy thegither agin, plase God ; and I'm 
detarmined my child shan't be an Englishman, 
so I mean my mother to be grandmother soon, 
and ax her to love Lucy — she's handsomer than 
her name, and had a good penny o' noMmey to, 
only its clane gone ; things are dreadful dear 
here ; and I know you'll love her ; for you were 
always kind. And I beg you to write by re* 
turn of post, and send a trifle o' money ; as for 
the credit o' my people I'd like to return home 
dacent. Lucy joins me in love and duty ; and 
trusting to y'er good word, rests y'er affic- 
tionate friend and cousin till death, 

" E. Casbidy." 

Lilly sat long with her eyes fixed on the let- 
ter ; she did not weep ; but her cheek was ashy, 
and her eyes swollen. Poor girl! she had 
used her best efforts to root love from her heart, 
and to calm it into that friendship which she 
considered duty ; and yet the shock she receiv- 
ed when the full truth was known, that Ed- 
ward was actually married, and returning with 
his wife to Bannow, was almost too great for 
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ber to bear. Sbe road the letter, over and over 
again ; and at last sunk on ber knees, and ear* 
nestly implored God to direct and keep ber in 
the right way. Sbe arose, strengthened and 
refreshed by the pious exercise, and ber pnrc 
and noble mind saw at onoe the course that was 
to be parsaed. Then sbe reflected on her plan. 
Her aontt she knew, would be terribly enraged 
at bis marrying at all. But an Englishwoman, 
— a Protestant, most likely — it was dreadful. 

** Lilly, my darlint, what are ye in such a 
study about," said the old woman, as she en- 
tered. " I've good news for ye — ^that vagabond 
Mill — but save us, why, ye'r like one struck ! 
has any thing turned contrary ? it's not post- 
night — or — ^what ails ye, child ? can't ye spake 
at onct," 

** Sit down, aunt dear, there's a letter from 
Ned, and he is alive and well." 

*' Thank God for . all bis mercies to me and 
mine ! well, child !" 

'* And he's tired o' the sea, and coming home ; 
and sure ye'U resave him kindly, aunt." 

** The cratur, and sure I will, why nof Sure 
it was only a boy's wildness after all ! Resave 
him I after not setting my two eyes upon him 
for a whole tin months ! Sure I will — and he'll 
like home all the betther I 'Och, I'm so hap- 
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py !'' The poor woman threw her arms around 
Lilly's neck, and kissed her affectionately ; *^ but 
what makes ye look so grave, my own colleen, 
that'll be my raal " 

*' Hush! whisht! for God sake, my dear, 
dear, dear aunt !" And Lilly sunk on her knees; 
'' Aunt dear, the night you and Ned had the 
bitter battle, ye promised me ye would not vex 
him ; yet ye did." 

" Well, agra !" 

** Well, ye say the same thing now; and yet, 
may be, yeM do the same thing agin for all that!'*^ 

" Well Lilly, darlint, there's no dread in 
life of it now, I am so continted : but where's 
the letter ? read me the letter — I knew he'd 
come back ; I — " 

" Aunt, I humbly ax y'er pardon ; have I 
since Ned left ye, ever anger'd ye 7" 

** Never, my colleen." 

" Then grant me this one prayer — ^may-be 
the last I'll ever ax ye, aunt ! — sware by this 
blessed book, niver to reproach Ned, with any 
thing that is gone and past ; but to take him 
to your own fond heart, and trate him as a son 
for ever." 

" It's a quare humour, my darlint, but I 
can't refuse ye anything to-night, I'm so happy; 
and the letther to you and all, as fitting !" She 
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took the pnyer book in her hand — ** To nwaro 
to forget all that's past, is it mavoameen ? and 
to trato him — " 

*' Say him and hia — him and his," interrupt- 
ed Lilly, breathleisly. 

'' That I will/' replied Mrs. Casaidy, *' and 
with all the veina of my heart ; to forget all 
thaf 8 past, and trate him and hit, with love 
and kindness, to the end of my days." 

She kissed the cross on the page of the prayer- 
book, after the manner of her religion, and was 
going to do the same to Lilly's fair forehead—* 
whenahe ejaculated, '* Thank God," and fainted 
in her aunt's arms. She remained long insensi- 
ble, and when the kind woman's efforts succeed- 
ed in restoring her, the first words the poor girl 
heard were — '* that's my darlint child I rouze 
up ; there, lane your head on my shoulder ; no 
wonder, agra ! he'd think o' those curls, and that 
gentle face, and that sweet voice that falls upon 
the ear widout ever disturbing it ! Oh, sure ye'U 
be my raal child ! I see it all : fitting to be sure 
that the letther should be to you. Sure he could 
not but remimber my darlint Lilly ! Och, but 
I'm the happiest woman this minit in the big 
worldy let t'other be who she will !" 

A loud and heavy groan, as if the last effort 
of a bursting heart, which the maiden could not 

VOL. I. js 
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suppress, stayed the old wimaii's speech, and 
fixed her attention again on Lilly's ghastly fea- 
tures — " Tell me directly, this minit, my bro- 
ther's own child ; tell me, is there any thing in 
that letther you've not tould me? as you wish to 
be happy ? Is Ned coming home ?" Lilly moved 
her head in assent. '* Is he well and happy ?" 

".Yes, aunt, yes." 

" Then, in Holy Peter's name, my lannan, 
what is it ails ye ? sure I see'd long enough ago 
that ye loved him in y'er heart's core, and now, 
praise be to God, whin ye'U be married, and 
my heart at pace, y'er taking on as if the boy 
was kilt intirely. Sure whin y'er married — " 

" Aunt, for the blessed Virgin's sake, name 
that last no more, for it can't be !" 

" Don't dare to tell me that, unless ye mane 
to start the life out o' me at onct. Lilly, Lilly ! 
sure, girl, ye've not been listening to Harry, 
and promised unknowns't to me, out o' maid- 
enly anger with Ned ; if ye marry Harry Con- 
ner, Lilly, ye'U sup sorrow, for it's a folly to 
talk, child— y'er heart's not in it ?" 

" I'll never marry either Ned or Harry, 
aunt, so don't mintion it." 

" The girl's gone mad, clane mad," said Mrs. 
Cassidy, angrily. " Why, what's to put be- 
twixt you and Ned now ?" 
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''Hill wife/* replied Lilly solenuily; and 
for the first time pronoimcing the word which 
banished every lingering hope from her heart ; 
'' his lawful wife ; who/' she added, *' though 
bom in a fur connthry, will make ye a good 
daughter and a loving, when I lave ye/' 

It would be impossible to describe the terriAc 
nge of Mrs. Cassidy, when informed of all the 
particulars; even her noble-minded niece shared 
it; for, when, forgetful of her oath, she de- 
clared Ned and his heretic wife, should never 
find refuge in her house, ** Remember," said 
Lilly, and as she spoke, the large tears were 
showering down her cheeks, '* you swore on 
the blessed book to forget the past, and trate 
him and his with kindness to the end of y^er 
days/' Then Mrs. Cassidy reproached Lilly 
with *' colloguing" against her; with "joining 
the whole world to make her desolate ;" with 
*'brakeing het' ould heart," and " splitting it into 
smithereens ;" then she raved about Ned, and 
his strange wife, and concluded with — " I'll bet 
my life she's no betther nor she should be." 

** Oh ! aunt, how can ye say sich a word ; 
dy'e think Ned 'ud be the boy to bring black 
shame to his mother's harth stone ! Ob ! no, 
Protestant she is — and English — and all that — 
but not bad ; don't think that, any how." 
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** Well, any how Lilly, if a boy sarved me 
as you've been sarved, I'd skiver his heart to 
his back-bone. I wish ye had a betther spirit.'' 

Lilly replied not, but heartily rejoiced when 
the good lady's anger and repinings were hushed 
in a sound sleep. She entered her own room, 
and counted over her savings, for Mrs. Cassidy 
had ev.er given more than supplied her wants. 
She had hoarded, not from selfishness, but 
from a feeling of generosity, that she might 
have the means of assisting some of her poor- 
er neighbours ; and this she had often done. 
Her little store only amounted to three one 
pound notes, and a few shillings ; the former 
she carefully wrapt up, and wrote as follows 
to her cousin ; — 

•* Dear Ned, 

** I could not ask y'er mother to send you 
much money now, and I think she'd just as soon, 
whin ye come, that ye didn't mintion at all 
having resaved it, becase its so little, on ac- 
count o' Lady-day being nigh at hand, and the 
rint to make up, and money not plinty, and 
we'll be glad to get ye back, and the young 
woman that's my cousin now, too. My aunt's 
angry yet, but she'll soon come about ; let me 
know aforehand, the day ^® may expict ye, 
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and with prayers, that heaven may rain down 
blessings on you and yours, I rest, 
•« Your sincere, 

'* Well-i wisher and cousin, 
" Lilly O'Brien." 
Inside three pounds. 

The early grey of morning saw Lilly patter- 
ing along the sea shore in search of Peggy the 
Fisher. This busy woman often lodged at « 
little cottage near the cliffs, that belonged to 
one Daniel Mc'Cleary, a man of doubtful cha^ 
racter, as regarded the revenue. Lilly thought 
it not unlikely that Peggy would be there : so 
towards it she directed her steps. The sun had 
not even tinged the eastern clouds with his 
earliest rays, and the ocean 'rolled in heavy 
masses of leaden coloured billows towards the 
shore, save where, here and there, amid the 
mistiness of morning, a fantastic rock rooted 
in the ''vasty deep," raised its dark head; 
prouder even than the proud waves that foamed 
for a moment angrily at its base and then 
passed on. The cabin she sought was so mise- 
rable thaf its mud walls and blackened thatch, 
overgrown with lichens and house leeks, were 
hardly distinguishable from the long fern and 
bulrush that grew round it ; it rested against 
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(■rief>i» iHie ai it» ades was part of) a huge 
wmmad of MUglcd lo^ and yellow clay ; and 
aft spring tides tiie sea adraaced so very near, 
Ikat tki» Bei^bowis woadeied Mc'Cleary re- 
■imrd tknre. Time were two paths approacb- 
ittg diis horel ; one from the eountry across the 
■ar^y noor, diat stretched in front; the other 
firoB the eliji&, which purtly orershadowed it : 
lilly pvrsaed Ae latter, hut was a good deal 
surpnsed at obserrii^ a rery dark cloud of 
aaoke isswng firom die aperture in the roof, 
which eoBstitnted a diimney. She went on 
looking at the smoke, and endeaTouring to 
gaess its cause ; when, suddenly, she felt her 
footing gire wav^ and almost at the same mo- 
ment, discovered she had fallen into an exca- 
vation, not deep hut extensive. Before she had 
time to look around her, the exclamation of 
^'tnnder and turf! what divil brought ye 
here?" from the lips of Peggy herself, asto- 
nished Lilly beyond conception. '£re she 
could reply, three or four wild looking men, 
not one of whom she recognsed, gathered 
round her ; the red flickering light given by a 
peat and furze fire, and a few miserable can- 
dles, stuck without any apparent fastening 
against the clayey walls ; the heaps of grain 
piled to the very roof ; the blackened iron pots 
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of all sises ; dirty tin machines, sncli aa slie 
had never before seen; and abore all, the 
smell of torf and whiskey, convinced poor Lilly 
that she had tumbled in to an illicit distillery, 
the existence of which, although widiin half a 
mile of her own home, she had never sus- 
pected. 

** Peg, ye ould cat ye've sould the pass on 
us V said one of the men, whose bare sinewy 
arms, and glaring eye told both of strength and 
violence. 

'* Look out Jack, for God's sake!" exclaimed 
another, ** who knows but the young one has a 
throop o' red coats at her heels." 

'* Divil drive 'em," said a ferocious looking 
fellow with a pitch-fork, " we're done up fairly 
now, and there's nothin' for it but to skiver the 
both, and thin jist trate 'em to a could bath diis 
fine momin'.'' 

«< What's the row?" inquired Daniel Mc' 
Cleary himself , coming forward. " Hey ! pow- 
ers above? ye ould traitor," (turning to Peggy, 
who stood with her arms folded, and managed 
to hold her tongue for a time) ** is it you that 
brought Miss Lilly here ? we're ruinated. Och! 
P®S^» Pcg^ to think ye'd turn informer." 

'* Me — is it me — ^ye lying vagabond? — Me, 
yc desarve to be briled alive — to be scalded to 
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death in y'er own potteen 'ud be too dacenft 
a death for ye. Me ! an informer ; the back 
o' my hand to ye Dan Mc'Cleary, for ever 
amin. As for yon, Mick Doole/' and as she 
spoke, she placed her arms a-kimbo, and ad- 
vanced to the knight of the pitch-fork : '' You 
were niver good — egg nor bird, nor niver will 
be, plase God. And as to skivering Mick 
Doole, may be ye'll be skivered or worse, as 
nate as a Michaelmas goose y'erself, afore long, 
only I scorn to talk o' sich things. Paddy 
Leary ! oh, it's you that's the brave man ; look 
oat for the red coats ; ah ! ah ! ah ! fait an it 
'ad be good fun to see that innocent young 
cratur marching at the head of a regiment after 
y'er bits o' stills; that ifs my thought, she 
knew nothin' about 'till this blissid minit. 
Sure it's myself was struck to see her tumbling 
upon a hape o' barley through the black roof, 
like a snow-ball. Spake out, my lannen ! sure 
ye niver did that ye'd be ashamed to tell, and 
that's what none here can say but y'erself." 

** Aye," added the first speaker, ** we'll lis- 
ten to rason." 

** For the first time in y'er life thin," mut- 
tered Peggy. 

** You gave me a letter last night," and Lilly 
turned to the Fisher as she spoke. 
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. '* True lor ye, it was he/' |>ointing to Mc' 
Cleary, ** brought it from Watherford." 

'^ It required a quick answer; I could'nt get 
John Williams to take it, by rason he does'nt 
go 'till to-morrow, and I thought that you, 
Peggy, 'ud be on the trot somewhere near a 
post, so I wrote it last night, and thinking ye'd 
put up at Dan deary's, cause ye often do, I 
came early to try, for fear I'd miss of ye, and 
ill luck sint me the cliff path, and all of a sud- 
den I fell into this wild place ; out o' which the 
Lord will, I hope, deliver the poor orphan in 
safety/' 

Salvator would have painted the interior of 
that caTcm well. Lilly's tall slight figure, and 
flowing hair, contrasted with the stout form of 
the Fisher, who stood a little in front ; the rosary 
and a cross hanging from the arm which re- 
tained its a-kimbo position ; while the scarlet 
kerchief that confined her grizzled locks fell, 
like a cowl, from the back of her head, and 
fully exposed her large bronzed features, 
which showed in strong relief, as the light from 
the crackling fire flashed occasionally on them. 
Mick Doole, large and honey enough for one 
of the ancient inhabitants of the giant's-cause- 
way, leaning on his pitch-fork, and looking as 
if the roof rested on his huge black head. 
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towering over both Paddy Leary and Daniel, 
who standing at either side of the coUossus form*' 
ed another groupe; while some three or four be- 
ings, indescribable as to shape and features, 
because they were covered with dirt, and en- 
compassed in an atmosphere of smoke and 
steam, filled up the back ground. 

" If ye came wid a letther, where is it?" in- 
quired one of the party. 

Lilly drew it from her bosom and presented 
it to the querest ; he turned it over and oyer, 
and then observing quietly — " the smoke blinds 
me so, I can't read ;" handed it to Daniel Mc' 
Cleary. 

** Well, that's good enough too," said Peggy, 
** I niver hard tell yet of man or woman who 
could read widout knowing B from a bull's fut." 

** It's right enough after all," observed Da- 
niel, "for I know this is for the boy I brought 
the letther from, not from him straight, only 
from one that knows him : there's something 
inside it ?" 

The idea that Mc'Cleary might extract 
the money, crossed Lilly's mind, but only for 
a moment, and she firmly replied — " yes, tfiree 
pounds." 

'' And I'm the one that '11 put it safe into 
Taghmon, my jewel, afore twelve this blissed 
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day/' exclaimed Peggy, taking possession of 
the letter. 

** Well, ye didn't go to come here as a spy. 
Miss Lilly, and I ax y'er panlon for suspict- 
ing ye, but upon my troth it's dangerous now 
ye know our sacret, to let ye go ; who'll go bail 
for ye ?" 

" I will," said Peggy. 

" Your bail wo'nt do, ye cross divil," replied 
Paddy Leary. 

*' Mine will then," said a stout, middle 
sized man, coming from amid the distant groupe, 
" I've been watching ye all, this tin minutes, 
ye cowardly set, and it's no joke to be fright- 
ening the Bannow Lilly after that fashion, ye 
bag o' weasels ! My colleen, niver mind ; ay, 
whin ' ratling Jemmy ' goes bail, who grum- 
bles ?" — certainly they all appeared quite 
satisfied. — '* Sure," he continued, "only you Ve 
no gumtion,* y'ed know that the kind heart is 
niver mane ; why, look at her, d'ye think sich 
as she 'ud condescind to inform on y'er potteen ? 
Ah ! ye dont know her as I do." 

" I never saw ye before," exclaimed Lilly. 

« What, not the lame bocher,t that had lost 
the use of a leg, and was blind of an eye, all 
from lightening on the salt sea ;" and he imi« 
♦ Sense. f Beggai*. 
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lated the voice and halt of a heggar to perfec-* 
tion, '' 'twas a could night that, but ye jmade 
me very comfortable, Miss Lilly, and don't ye 
remimber the madman, that frightened ye 
down the park, where ye were spreading 
the clothes to ' dry last summer ? I was 
sorry to frighten ye, dear, but fait I could'nt 
help it, for we were wanting to get a little 
something, that same little sthill, past the park, 
and couldn't for you; so I wint mad, and 
frightened ye ; yet, God bless ye, ye thought 
I looked hungry, and so ye brought out sich & 
dale o' food, and laid it a'side the hedge ; but 
come, the white rose can't bloom 'mong coorse 
weeds." 

** Jim — Jim, ax her to promise on the book,'*^ 
said Paddy. 

" Ax ? — not I : sure the honour's in her heart's 
blood," and so saying, " rattling Jimmy," the 
smuggler and the peep-o' day-boy, lifted Lilly 
kindly and respectfully out of Daniel Mc' 
Cleary's black den. 

** And now," said Peggy, '* I'll finish my 
prayers." 

A fortnight had nearly elapsed, and no letter 
arrived from Edward. Lilly most truly wished 
to leave the cottage, and urged every reason 
she could think of, to be permitted so to do. 
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*' Miss HerrioU was going for the wioler to 
Dublin, and wanted a bettermost lady's maid, 
and a little time there wonld do her the world 
and all o' good ;" or, " she had a bad ooogh, 
and it might send it away, if she went more up 
the country ;" but the entreaties and tears of 
her aunt, to whose very existence she seemed 
as necessary as the air she breathed, silenced 
her reqaest; and she resolved to meet her 
relatives, however painfal the meeting mig^l 
be. '* My aont will get used to Lacy alter a 
bit," thought she, ** thin I can go, and any 
way, he does'nt know I iver loved him, and 
sure it's no sin in the sight o' God, to love him, 
as I have loved ;" and Lilly was right ; there 
was no imparity in her affection. It was that 
feeling which seeks the good of its object, with* 
out any reference to self. She did not regret 
that Edward was happy with another ; nor had 
she, towards his wife, one jealous or unkind 
thought; she only blamed herself. '* I ought 
not to have loved so soon, but sure I shall re- 
joice to see him happy." This was her last 
thought, as she rested her head on her humble 
pillow ; and yet the morning found it wet with 
tears ; and then she knelt, and prayed to God 
to bless her aunt, and £dward, and his wife, 
and to direct her in all her paths. 



62 LILLY O'BRIEN, 

" There's one wants to spake a word to ye, 
Miss Lilly, dear, jist down yonder," said Peggy 
the Fisher, as Lilly entered the garden after 
breakfast, one morning. 

*' Who is it, Peggy?" 

'* Well thin, it's jist Harry Connor, he's had 
a letther from Ned, and he want's to see ye on 
the strength of it." Peggy passed on her way, 
and Lilly proceeded to the spot the Fisher had 
pointed out. Harry Connor was there. 

** I got word from y'er consin, Lilly," said 
Harry; '' that him and his wife are at 
Ballyhack, and will be here to-morrow; and 
they'd have come before, but Lucy (I think he 
calls her), has been very ill from the sea-sick- 
ness ; and he begg'd me to tell ye so. Oh, Lilly, 
I was glad of the opportunity ; for ther's no get^ 
ting a sight o' ye ; you're always at home, and 
even on Sundays y'er aunt goes on the car to cha- 
pel, so one can't spake to ye. Oh, Lilly, Lilly ! 
you were not always so distant — don't you re- 
mimber whin I used to sit of an evening in 
that garden between you and Edward reading, 
and you used to call me your master, and say 
tiie time passed so happily I" Tears gathered 
in Lilly's eyes, as she turned away her face ; 
(for she too remembered those evenings.) — 
" Lilly," continued the young man, ** have you 
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heard any thing against me ? Your aunt al- 
ways diowed me the could shoulder; I don't 
blame her for that in past times ; but now she 
would not, if you wished. Oh do not say you 
cannot loTe me, Lilly. You have always shun- 
ned me when 1 wanted to spake about it ; but 
tell me now, Lilly O'Brien! I will wait; I 
will do any thing you wish — any thing — only 
say, Lilly, that you do not hate me." 

** No, Harry, I do not indeed ;" and she 
met his eye with steady firmness. 

" Only one word more, and then — " he con- 
tinued, holding her struggling hand, ** you may 
go. I will wait any time you plase, only say 
that it shan't be in vain, that you will be my 
wife, and make one whose heart almost bursts 
at the thought of losing you — happy T' 

** Harry, I cannot desare ye,'* she replied, 
'' nor would not, if I could. I know I've 
shunned ye ; because I hoped that you would 
see why — to save us both all this heart-pain. I 
have always had rason to respect you — and I 
do; but love ye, I never can! and I'll never 
marry tiie man I cannot love." 

** Only one word," said Harry earnestly — 
" sure you'll hear me — ^you say you've a regard 
for me. Lilly, you go no where ; you see no 
one, I do not spake of my being well to do in 
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the world. But if ye were to let me near ye; 
to be with ye as I once was in by gone days, the 
love might come. Oh, let me only try !" 

*' No, Harry, no, it would be useless ; my 
heart here tells me so. You will find many 
fitter for ye, who can love ye as ye desarve. 
May the Almighty bless and watch over ye; 
Harry. And farewell." The young man still 
grasped her hand ; and as he , gazed on her 
beautiful face, he felt that if it were turned 
from him for ever, his sun of happiness was in* 
deed set. 

" Lilly, before ye go, hear my last resolve. If 
ye really cast me off, I who love ye more than 
life, I who, to see even the glimmer of the 
candle carried by this hand, have watched in 
rain and tempest, under yon old tree. I will 
lave my father's home; and for y'er sake, 
Lilly, I will take Priest's vows, and for- 
sake the world. Think well, Lilly O'Brien, 
if from mere whim or maiden modesty you 
would drive me to that." 

" Harry, God forbid that you should iver 
do so; ye would not be fit to sarve on the altar, 
if for any thing like that, ye wint there. No, 
Harry, my heart must go wid my hand. They're 
all I have to give ; but they must go toge- 
ther : even you would despise, ay, hate that 
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hand, if ye found lor lucre it gave itjielf, when 
the betther part was wanting.'' 

** Lilly* may be ye love some one else. Oh ! 
may be I'm proud; but sure there's not a 
boy ail round the country, oould win your 
heart." 

** I do not love any one for marriage. Ao 
onc't more, God bless ye, Harry ; may ye be 
happy — happier," — she muttered to herself — 
" happier than I shall ever be !" 

Harry stood, with his eyes fixed on the spot 
where Lilly had disappeared. His senses were 
bewildered ; and it was not until a smart slap 
on the shoulder, and the voice of the everlasting 
Peggy, who appeared, (one would almost be- 
lieve, like Sir Boyle Roche's bird — in two 
places at the same time) at his elbow, with her 
broad platter face, shaded by the fish basket — 
that he became fully sensible of the reality of 
his interview. 

** Sure I tould ye ye'd get no good of the 
colleen ; and if ye'd ha' mintioned the matther 
to me afore, I'd ha' tould ye the same thing, 
and may be the rason too." 

** I know," said Harry, musingly, " she does 
not love any one else." 

** Och, ye do, do ye ? humph, agra !" 

** What do you mean, woman ? Sure she 
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tolil me she did not; and her lips never lied 
nor never will." 

" Asy; the string o' roy bades broke, and I 
was forced to stop to mend it jist behind that 
big bush o' furze. A poor cratur like me can't 
afford to be buying hades eiery day. So, my 
dear, all accident (for I scorns a listener), I 
hard what she said — ' she loved no one for mar- 
riage.' True for her, they talk a grate deal of 
her sinse ; but it's poor sinse to go look for the 
snow that fell last winter, I'll tell ye what, 
as a dead sacret. She loved the ground that 
her cousin walked on, more than all the gould 
that ever was in, or ever came out o' Indy, 
And she loves him still ; ay, ye need'nt lot* 
so strange ; she loves him, but nothin' inipro* 
per. I know that girl's heart mi well as if I was 
inside of her ; 'tis of the sort that doesn't stain, 
or spot ; and now you'll see her delight '11 be 
to tache his wife all the ould mistresses qnaro 
ways. And thin, whin she'll have made pace 
entirely among 'em, she'll stale off like the mist 
up the mountain ; and work (and well she knows 
how), for his sake that doesn't know she loves 
him. It's mighty fine to be so romantical all 
for pure love. God help us, poor women, we're 
all tinder. It was the way wiJ me, when my 
bachelor died. Rest bis sowl ! and that's the 



J 



ULLY O'BEISN. 07 

rason I'm a poor lone body now. S«re I aomki 
the pig my mother lt£t me, to pay the clargy, 
to get his aowl oat o' purgatory ; and was'nt it 
well for him to have it to depimd aaJ^ 

Harry» heedless of Peggy's pafthetie appli- 
cation of the apron to her eyes, tamed towards 
his own home ; '' revolving sweet and bitter 
thoaghts." There is a delif^ imparted to every 
onsophisticated heart, by the oontesiplatioA of 
a noble or a virtooos acti<m, that nothing else 
can give; and Harry's generoas mind, at 
once acknowledged Lilly's virtaes ; loving at 
first withoat knowing it; feeling it onreqoited ; 
and yet resolved to benefit its object to the sa- 
crifice of every personal convenience and pros- 
pect in life. 

The next day Edward and his bride arrivod 
at the cottage. Mrs. Cassidy, in complianee 
with her oath, received them kindly. The mo- 
ther's heart yearned towards, her son : bat poor 
Lacy saw that the old woman entertained 
a strcmg prejadice against her. 

'' The kindly welcome" that mormnred bom 
Lilly's lips, sonnded sweetly on the young 
stranger's ears ; and as fatigae compelled her 
to go to bed almost immediately, Lilly's gentle 
attentions were very delightful. The kind girl 
had displayed much taste and care in arranging 
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their small sleeping room. Every article sht 
coulii s^are from ker own chamber was added to 
its furniture. And when Lucy saw every thing 
so clean and comfortable, she expressed both 
surprise and pleasure. It was impossible not 
to love Lucy when you looked at her : but it 
waa somewhat doubtful if that sentiment would 
continue when you knew her. Her eyes were 
black, quick, and quite as likely to sparkle 
with anger, as with ple^isure. She was very 
petite, lively, thoughtless, and possessed pre- 
cisely those acquirements that were useless in 
an Irish cottage. The daughter of a grocer in 
Plymouth, she had seen, fallen in love, ran 
away with, and married Edward in the short 
space of three weeks ; and had not yet num- 
bered sixteen years. Her youth pleaded strong- 
ly in her favour : but her extreme giddiness 
kept Lilly, the sweet, the patient Lilly, perpe- 
tually on the watch, lest she might do some- 
thing to annoy her mother-in-law. It is true 
she quilled Mrs, Cassidy's caps in so new and 
bewitching a style, that every body said Lucy 
made the good lady look ten years younger. 
She washed her old mode cloak in some stufl" 
of which whisky and beer were the principal 
ingredients, and made it appear, to the astonish- 
ment of the whole parish, " bran new." Then 
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m8 trimmed bonneta ! one yard and a half uf 
ribband managed by her, went as far as three 
and a quarter ('li« an absolute fact), with any 
body else. She could wurk natural flowers 
upun gauze, and embroider the comers of poc* 
ket handkerchiefs. She raold eicn gel up fine 
linen ; but she could neither spin flax or wool, 
card, or milk, or chum, or cram fowl, or makp 
butter, or a shirt, or shift of any description : 
the worst of all was, she said, unfortunately, 
that she was certain no Christian body could 
(lat bread made from the Hour Uiat was pounded 
out by those dirty stones : thus bringing Mrs. 
(.^assidy's invaluable quern into contempl. Then 
it was quite impossible to keep her quiet; 
every thing excited her risibility. One day, 
in parlicnlar, wlien the tnrkey oock. affront- 
ed at Mr. Cassidy's scarlet petticoat, which 
outvied bis own red neck, picked unmerci- 
fully at her legs, Lucy only laughed, and 
never went to the rescue, which induced the 
old lady to say, that " Ned pretended to 
bring home a wife, but ad only brought home 
a doll." 

Lilly might be well called her guardian 
angel ; when, like a school-girl, she scampered 
over the Relds, gathering flowers, or hunting 
every cock, hen and chicken over the potatn 



USkj liotto'ved to pverent ker OTer- 
kevwl^udtoaanst liertene; then 
wodUL iBstnMt knr kofv to please lier mo- 
law; md if Mrs. C^essddj complained, 
Ully kad always simm rraaark to soften down 
wkal was said. Her 'g^Mral ^ology was, — 
** slie's so jmamg, Iwt skeH soon be a mother, 
aad thni slieU getsiace." 

** I woBder Ned did not fall in love with yon 
liDj,* said Lncj one day, *^ I'm sure yon'd 
kaTe made a better wife for him than ever I 
skallP How poor Lilly bhished, and then 
turaed pale ; bat Lacy heeded it not. ** How 
iadastrioas Ned grows ; well, they woold not 
belieye in Plymoath that he'd CTer setde down 
into a fanner, bat I'm sare he works in the 
fields firom morning 'till night*" 

** Peofde who are not rich mast work, 
Lncyf 

" Now Lilly, that's a hit at me, who let yon 
do every thing ; bat do not look sd angry with 
me, dearest Lilly; I beg pardon, yon never 
hit a€ any body. Oh ! yon are not like an Irish- 
woman !" 

** Oh, Lacy dear ! don't be after talking that 
way o' the coontry afore my aant, for it harts 
her, and ye mast remimber how mach she's 
thoaght of in the parish ?" 
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*' Well there, I'll be good as gold, there ;'' 
and she sat down to work at some caps for a 
little stranger that was soon expected. 

Edward was very affectionate to his young 
wife, although her heedlessness often annoy- 
ed him; hut when he gazed on her fairy- 
like heanty, he forgave it. The Protestant 
church was too far for her to walk ; she would 
not go to mass, and her husband loved her 
too well to permit her to be teazed on the 
subject. Her mother-in-law, and even Lilly, 
were grieved at this, and lamented that she 
thought so little about serious things; how- 
ever, Mrs. Cassidy always reconciled it to 
herself, by saying — '^ Niver mind, she'll be 
all the asier brought round to the right way, 
by and bye;" but of all the amusements in 
which the thoughtless creature delighted, 
nothing pleased her so much as boating; if 
she could even get into a boat by herself, she 
would paddle it round the creeks, and into 
the bays, which in some places are overhung 
by scowling rocks, where the sea birds nestle 
in safety. 

<' The potatoes are almost done, by their 
bubbling, I suppose Lilly," said she, one day, 
*' so I'll go and meet Ned as he comes up from 
the plough, and we shall be Justin time for din- 



Ti LILLY O'BRIBN. 

ner ;" and away she tripped, singing as blithly 
as a lark. 

*' She has a light heart," thought Lilly, " and 
why not ? — ^mine is not as heavy as it used to 
be; well, thank God, it does make a body 
happy to do their duty," and she assisted the 
little serving girl in arranging all things in 
their kitchen — a task soon performed ; the po- 
tatoes laughing and smoking, were poured out 
on a clean home-bleached cloth, and the white 
noggins frothed with fresh buttermilk of Lilly's 
own churning. Something prepared with extra 
care for the delicate English- woman, was co- 
vered between two delf plates at the fire, and 
Mrs. Cassidy stood watching at the door, her 
hand lifted to her eyes, to shade it from the 
noon-day sun, while Lilly mixed some goose- 
berry wine with water and sugar for Lucy. 

** Lilly, didn't ye say that Lucy went to meet 
Ned ?" 

** Yes aunt." 

** Well, here's Ned at the gate almost, and 
no sign o' Lucy." 

** That's mighty strange," replied Lilly, ad- 
vancing, ** Ned, Where's Lucy?" 

** At her dinner I suppose." 

** Now, don't be so foolish, I'm sure she met 

ye?'' 
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'* She did not indeed, and I wm longing to 
sec her." 

" It is some of her childish tricks," said 
Mrs. Cassidy. 

** Her dinner '11 be stone could tho*," said 
Lilly, looking out, ** so I'll jist go see if I can 
meet her, and sit ye all down, or the pratees 
11 not be fit to ate;" and she issued forth 
without farther parley. 

Ned did not sit down, although his mother 
urged him. *' Her dinner has nothin' to do 
with your's, Ned, sure Lilly has something nice 
under the plate for her. No sign of her yet," 
she continued, after a pause, '* sure she would'nt 
be so foolish as to go to Tim Lavery's boat for 
a bit of a spree ; I caught her in it reading yes- 
terday, but it was anchored safe, sure enough." 

Ned made no reply, but followed the footsteps 
of his cousin ; the field he had been ploughing 
was very near the beach ; he hastily gained it, 
and his horror and dismay can be better con-* 
ceived than expressed, when, gaining the cliff, 
the first object he beheld was Lilly, half in and 
half out of the water, dragging the apparently 
lifeless body of his wife to shore. When Lilly 
left the cottage, she first looked behind the 
large furze and hawthorn bushes near the field, 
and then the boat occurred to her ; she sped to 
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the sea^ and there saw it in shallow water, hut 
upset, and Lucy clinging to the stem, faint 
and exhausted. To plunge into the water and 
hring her to land, was the work of a moment ; 
and done hefore Edward could descend the 
cliffs. 

The thoughtless creature was soon conveyed 
home ; her nerves were quite shattered. She 
clung closely to Lilly's bosom like a frightened 
child, and did not even return her husband's 
caresses. She was hardly laid on her bed, 
when shrieks of agony succeeded the half 
murmured words and sobbings of terror ; and 
after long and painful suffering, the being, who, 
not many hours before, had bounded in the full 
light and life of early youth, gave premature 
birth to a living child, and then yielded up her 
own existence. It was very sorrowful to see 
those merry eyes closed for ever in their ala- 
baster lids, and the long black lashes resting 
on her colourless cheeks. 

And then came a long and loud debate be- 
tween the Protestant and Catholic Priests as 
to who was to perform the last rites ; as if the 
qnrit's happiness depended on man's words 
repeated over inanimate clay. The widower 
roused himself from the lethargy that succeeds 
the first rush of impetuous grief, and said, 
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calmly, but firmly — " Plase your reverences, 
I'm a Catholic, and ever was and will be ; but 
she that's gone from me was bom a Protestant 
— ^marriedy a Protestant — and as she died one, 
so shall she be buried, and that's enough ; and 
what's more, I promised her when I did'nt 
think that death and desolation would come at 
this time, that if the child was a girl it should 
go wid her ; if a boy wid me. Now gentle- 
min, I'm not a lamed man, but my mind is^ 
that a promise to the dead or the living, is 
holy and firm in its natur ! and so, as I pro- 
mised, it shall be. I could'nt look upon the 
ba!bby's face for a king's ransom ; nor do I 
know whether it be boy or girl ; mother say 
what is it ?" 

" A girl," replied Mrs. Cassidy. 

" Well, may be more betther ; may be you'd 
just baptize it Mr. Barlow, and Lilly and my 
mother '11 stand for it ; as my notion is it can't 
live, and why should it ?" 

But the little Lucy did live ; thanks to 
Lilly's fostering care : and so fragile a thing it 
was, that even a rough kiss might have killed 
ft. In a few weeks a nurse was procured, and 
Lilly had the satisfaction of seeing all Mrs. 
Cassidy's solicitude directed towards the in- 
fant; nay, she almost forgot the quem, and 
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the oDly danger was, that little Lucy would be 
destroyed by kindness. There was, however, 
to Lilly's delicate mind something most impro- 
per in her remaining in the same honse with 
her cousin. He was again free ; although she 
hoped that he did not suspect her love, yet 
he knew of his mother's old plan ; he had once 
in anger reproached her as being accessary to 
it ; and Lilly decided on leaving our village. 
Edward, since sorrow had laid her hand on 
him was an altered man, and Mrs. Cassidy was 
enjoying a vigorous old age. So she could 
leave her, assured of happiness. It was a bit- 
ter trial to forsake her little god-child, yet she 
felt she owed a duty to herself. Mr. Herriott's 
family again were about to visit Dublin, and 
without imparting her plan to any one, she 
offered her services to Miss Herriott. They 
were joyfully accepted ; not without many ex- 
pressions of wonder, that " the Bannow Lilly/' 
the flower of the whole country side, should 
leave a spot where she was so much loved ;— 
Lilly pleaded a wish for improvement, and 
finally arranged to set off with Miss Herriott 
in three days. As she returned she heard 
Peggy's loud voice singing her old favourite 
** The Colleen Rhue," just as she got to her 
favourite stanza — 
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<( I ranged through Asift— likewise Arabia — 

Through Penselvanie seeking for you ; 

Through the burning region of the siege of Paris.** 

when she espied Lilly in her decent mourning 
habit. 

** The blessing be about ye, my precious, 
and may be ye'd tell us where yeVe been. — 
Sorra a bit o' news going now for a poor 
body." 

'* I've been up to Mrs. Herriott's, Peggy." 

*' Och, they're going to Dublin all the 
way, on Tuesday. Sure that '11 be the black 
journey for the poor. You need'nt care. Miss 
Lilly, sure you're full and plinty, and an own 
fire-side." 

''I'm going as own maid with Miss Herriott, 
Peggy — there's a small taste of news for y'er 
comfort," continued Lilly, smiling — '' and more 
betokens, youVe the first of it, for I've not tould 
my aunt yet." 

" You going? Och, oh, ho, don't be making 
y'er fiin of us after that fashion ; we know 
betther nor th^t." 

*' It's quite true, for all ye may think, and 
God be wid ye, Peggy. You and poor Coal 
will often cross my mind when I'm alone 
among strangers." 
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" Arrah now stop ; sure ye can't be in 
amist. Sure there's not a living sowl in the 
parish but says you'll he married to Ned now ; 
and at St. Pathrick's sure I hard 'em talking 
about it ; and how Harry Connor's priested ; 
sure he's Father Harry, for your sake." 

" P^ggy I ^« shame to myself for barken- 
ing to your palaver for a moment ; dacent talk 
ye have, and the young grass not green on her 
grave yet. Once more I say God be wid 
ye." I have done right, thought she, but I 
shall not be able to make my poor aunt 
think it. 

Poor Mrs. Cassidy scolded and cried with 
might and main ; and Ned remonstrated, and 
even said that he took it very unkind of her to 
leave them, and above all, the little thing, 
whose life she had saved. But Lilly, was firm, 
and departed amid the reproaches and tears of 
her aunt, and the heartfelt regret of her neigh- 
bours. How very irksome were her employ- 
ments — ^how did she shrink from the rude 
gaze of gentlemen and gentlemen's-gentlemen, 
who astonished at her full-blown beauty, paid 
homage by staring her out of countenance ; 
and how often did she long for the quiet of the 
lowly cottage in the isolated village of Bannow. 
At first she imagined that city people must be 
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very superior to country ones. But she soon 
grew tired of the pert flippancy, and foolish 
airs of the servants, whom she met ; and by 
her kind lady's permission retired to the so- 
litude of her dressing-room, when unoccu- 
pied by Miss Herriott. She received letters 
once a month, generally, from her cousin. — 
The two first, in addition to the necessary in- 
formation, anxiously entreated her return, but 
latterly (for the stay of the family was pro- 
longed, owing to Mrs. Herriott's illness) the 
subject was never mentioned ; and the bitter 
feeling, that there no longer existed any one 
to love her, weighed heavily on her heart. — 
Sixteen months liad elapsed since Lucy's death; 
and Edward ever mentioned his child with all 
a father's fondness. Lilly longed to see it, 
but she had resolved on never again living with 
her aunt. She had been dressing her young lady, 
one morning, when passing down stairs the foot- 
man said — '' There's one in the house-keeper's 
room that wants ye." She had. hardly entered 
it, when she was almost suffocated by the em- 
braces of Mrs. Cassidy ; and then she had to 
encounter the respectful but affectionate greet* 
ing of her cousin. Her aunt hardly looked 
at her, and would not sit down, but said — 
** Now my darlint Lilly, it is much ye ought 
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to thank me for this journey; in my ould age to 
take to the road agin ; but ye see the rason is, 
that Ned is tired o' being bachelor, and he's 
going to change his condition, and jist wants 
to ax your advice and consint." 

" Mine !" 

" Now mother dear, don't be mumming," 
said Ned, ** Lilly, I come to ax ye to accipt 
the hand of one who is unworthy to be y'er 
husband, but yet would die to make you happy. 
Lilly dont cast me off — for my mother's sake — 
for my own — for this one's sake ;" and he took 
from the arms of our old friend Peggy the 
Fisher, a smiling, black-eyed little creature, 
who almost instantly nestled its curly pate in 
Lilly's bosom. " Sure ye can make us all 
happy if ye like, and we'll be all in quiet 
Bannow agin. Say, Lilly. Oh don't look so 
could on me.'* 

" Will ye hould your whisht Ned," inter- 
rupted Peggy, " if ever I see'd any body 
trated in that mismannerly fashion. Can't ye 
see wid half an eye, that the cratur's as good 
as fainted ; ye omathawn. No wonder, and ye 
both bellowering thegither. Ye don't know 
how to make a dacent proposhal, ye've fright- 
ened the grawl betwixt ye — ^whisht honey, 
whisht (to the child) — there's a woman — 
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ay — come to jour own Peggy lliat Lualiowed 
ye oftin; and will spn by the blissin n' 
God." 

Lilly, literally unable to stand, sank into 
the Louse- keeper's chair. Edward kuelt ut 
Ler aide, and his motber bolding one of her 
hands lo her heart, looked earnestly on her 
face, while Peggy " hnsbowjng" the child, 
wa^ net an uninterested spectator. 

" God knows," said the young woman atler 
a little time, " I did not expect Ibis. Aunt, 
whin r had no father to pnitecl mo— no mother 
lo feel for me^you did both ; ynu shared 
with me what you had ; and oh I what wtu 
more than all — while I ale o' y'er bread, and 
drank o' y'er cup, ye niver made me feel that 
it waa not my father's roof that shelthered me. 
Ned we grew together, and you were to me as 
a born brother. But ye wronged me, Ned, 
that night; the flrst time (and God that hears 
me, knows it), the first time 1 ever guessed my 
aunt wished me to be nearer to her than her 
brother's child : that night, wbin to prevint 
y'er laving home, I proposed lo quit for ever 
my only frind; whin I did ber bidding, an' 
followed ye through the moonlight, to bring ye 
hack to y'er poor ould mother, ye cast a black 
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word in my face, and ye said that I — -1 Lilly 
O'Brien— was leagaed agin ye — and thai I 
followed ye to git a hua1)!ind." She covered 
her face with her hands and faintly continaed, 
*' I have niver forgotten it ; I have prayed to 
do so J no one iver knew it, but Peggy. She 
overheard it. Oh ! it weighed here at the 
very hottom of my heart, and whin I slept it 

" Oh Lilly, how can ye take on so ; sure it 
was the bad temper that did it, and 1 didn't 
mane it. And sure you've proved since that 
it's little truth was in it ; sure ye've been more 
like an angel thin any thing else ; and snre 
whin I as y'er pardon — " 

" Stop Ned, ye do now, but may be by'n bye 
ye might say the same thing agin, and if ye 
did it, and if we were married, I could niver 
look up after !" 

" Why Lilly," said Mrs. Casaidy, " ye'r 
making him out a fair black villian, after all 
y'er gooilnesi^, to think he'd do the likes o' that i 
after y'er coming over mc, to take an oath to ' 
resave him and his, as my own, whin a word was | 
only wanting to make me ban him for iver." 
' And after hor flying hI me likea mad cat,"* 
► echoed Peiigy, " becaae I gave her m bit of 
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advice (for I was fairly bothered) to take care 
of a little property for herself." 

" Ay and all her attintion to the stranger," 
resumed Mrs. Cassidy. 

** And her sinding him her own three 
pounds to bring him home," said Peggy. 

'^ How do you know that ?" inquired Lilly. 

<< Is it how I know it ? Why thin I'U jitt 
tell ye. I knew y'er aunt hadn't a tester in 
the house, becase she'd given me every pinny 
to exchange for gould that she might pay her 
rint in gould — ^not in dirty paper — to plase 
the landlord." 

'' Y'er good deeds are all known Lilly. Oh 
let me say my Lilly ; sure ye'U forgive y'er 
cousin. Oh how can I admire ye as I ought ; 
dont shake y'er head, Lilly, dear." 

The opening of the door prevented the con* 
elusion of Edward's speech ; and Miss Harriott 
entered, her face radiant with satisfaction. <* So 
Lilly, I'm to lose you ; nay, do not talk girl, I 
know you love him; I knew it all along ; Peggy 
told me all about it, at the end of the shrub- 
bery, the night before we left Bannow; and 
my dressmaker has made the wedding dress, 
because Edward Cassidy wrote to me, and 
asked my opinion and consent which was fitting; 
and I assured him you had not been flirting 
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with any one, and invited him and my old 
friend up to Dublin ; as to you Peggy, I never 
expected you, but you are not less welcome." 

" Why, I thank ye Miss, my lady, I jistcame 
to see how ye all was, and to mind the child, 
and to look at the fine beautiful city, and the 
college that bates the world for larning, as 1 
have hard, and the ancient ould parliament 
house ; and thin go back, and give rest to my 
bones among my own people ; but I hope ye^ll 
persuade Miss Lilly, my lady, for her own 
good ; sure they love each other, and what 
more's wanting for happiness." 

" Ay, do. Miss, she'll do y'er bidding, may 
be ; she's forgotten mine ;" and tears rolled 
down the wrinkled cheeks of Mrs. Cassidy. 

** Not so," replied Miss Herriott, and taking 
Lilly's hand, she placed it in Edward's, ''and 
now," continued the amiable girl, ** kneel for 
the blessing that ascends to the throne of 
the Almighty, like a sweet smelling savour, — 
the blessing of an honest parent ;" they dropt 
on their knees, and Mrs. Cassidy pressed them 
to her satisfied heart. 

" And sure that's as good as a play," blub- 
bered Peggy. 

" Well Peggy, you shall see a play if you 
please, to-morrow evening ; but first I invite 
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you to the Lilly's wedding, which will take 
place to-morrow at four o'clock, in our great 
drawing-room, agreeably to the forms of the 
Catholic church, by a Catholic Priest. Nay 
Lilly, it is the last time I shall ever command 
you ; so I bid you all farewell for the present." 
At three quarters of an hour past three ( I love 
to be exact in these matters), Miss Herriott in- 
spected her company in the back drawing-room. 
The arrangements for the ceremony highly 
amused her; first, Mrs. Cassidy, in an open 
rose coloured poplin dress, as stiff as buckram, 
with tight sleeves reaching to the elbows, where 
they were met by white mittens, that had been 
the gift of Miss Herriott's grandmother, and 
which the old lady prized so highly, that they 
had only twice seen the light in twenty years ; 
a blue sattin quilted petticoat, ditto, ditto ; a 
white muslin apron, flounced all round ; high 
beePd shoes, with massy silver buckles; a clear 
kerchief, pinned in the fashion, that used to be 
called << pigeons' craw," and a high cawled 
cap, trimmed with rich lace, completed her 
costume. Peggy sported a large flowered 
chintz, whereon pink parrots, yellow gold- 
finches, and bunches of roses bigger than either 
goldfinch or parrot, clustered together in open 
defiance of nature and the arts ; this was made 
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after Mrs. Cassidy's pattern, and displayed to 
advantage a pea-green English staff petticoat, 
quilted in diamonds. There was little va- 
riation from Mrs. Cassidy's fashion in the other 
et ceteras, except that Peggy wore a flaming 
yellow silk shawl, with a hlne border; that, 
to use her own expression, ''matched every 
thing.' 

Lilly looked beautiful — most beauti^l. Miss 
Herriott dressed her as she pleased; in white 
— ^pure white ; would not permit her to wear 
a cap, but let her hair curl after its own 
fashion, only confining it with a wreath of 
lillies of the valley. There is no use in de- 
scribing Edward's dress ; all bridegrooms, I 
believe, wear blue coats with yellow buttons 
and white waistcoats. The little thing had a 
clean white frock ; and a lobster's claw to keep 
it quiet. 

** Ye'r both too handsome and too good for 
me," whispered Ned, as he conducted Lilly to 
the great drawing-room, closely followed by 
her condescending bridemaid. Lilly curtsied 
as she entered, but did not look off the ground 
until an exclamation of surprise, from the bride- 
groom, roused her attention, and she saw — 
Harry Connor ! — Father Harry ! ready to per- 
form the marriage ceremony. 
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*< It is even your old friend/' said ho, iid- 
vancing, *^ Mr. Herriott, at my request, oua* 
sented to my surprising you; Ned, when i 
give you this girl as y'er wile, I give ye one 
whom no earthly feeling oould tempt from the 
path of strict honor. She told me onoe that 
her hand should never go without her heart ; 
and y'er being together, proves you have it ; a 
blessing will she be to thee, my early friend." 

Four years have passed sinoe that happy 
marriage ; and can you not tell who sits at the 
door €i yon cottage looking so joyously on the 
setting sun that sheds such glorious light over 
the ocean, that partakes of the repose of Nar 
ture, and reflects every passing cloud upon its 
calm clear bosom. She is in the fall bloom of 
womanhood; and graceM in all her move- 
ments. Her kerchief is carefully pinned across 
her bosom, and two or three rich auburn tres- 
ses that obstinately come forth, and will not 
be confined by the neat cap of snowy whiteness, 
move in the passing breeze ; — that dark-eyed 
and dark-haired little girl, buoyant and ani- 
mated, cannot be her child : yet it clings to 
her neck, and calls her ** mother." There — 
the honest labourer returning from his toil, is 
met by two almost infant prattlers, the youngest 



88 LILLY O'BRIEN. 

a perfect specimen of childish helplessness and 
bemty ; — and peering tnaa the window, is the 
hinily altered face of — ^Blrs. Cassidy. 

Oh ! that Toice — it is Peggy's, old Peggy ! 
and, as she is still called, Peggy the Fisher. 
Slie has *' a good penny o' money of her own," 
and sometimes Tisits around the neighbour- 
hood ; but she is so strongly attached to the 
family to whom that cottage belongs, that she 
almost resides there. 

** Och, ye craturs, like fairy things, come 
in Id the tay ! sure it's not fit for the likes o' ye 
lobe muddling in the grass, even after y'er 
daddy, ye bom blossoms ! ye bames o' joy ! ye 
comforts o' the ould 'ooman's heart ! Come all 
o' ye to your own Peggy. Och ! 'tis myself 
must set about fair and asy, to make my sow!, 
and not be passing my time like the flowers in 
May, wid the young blossoms of the Ban now 
Lilly.'* 
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" Here are we met, all merry boys — 
All merry boys I trow are we — 

And mony a night we've merry beefn, 
And mony mae we hope to be !" 

Burns. 
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" Judy — Judy Kelly — Judy '.—will ye give us 
no breakfast to-day? — and the sun splitting the 
trees these two hours? — and the pig itself — the 
cratiir — skreetching alive wid the hunger ?" 

" Oh it's true for ye, Mick, honey — true for 
ye — and the pratees are almost done — and yen's 
Ellen. She carries the pitcher so lightly, that 
it's little milk she's got from the big house, this 
fine harvest morning." 

And Mistress Kelly ** hourisht " the pig out 
of the cabin — placed three noggins on an old 
table that she pulled from a dark comer (there 
was but one window in the room, and that was 
stuffed with the Piper's coat in lieu of glass), 
wiped the aforesaid table with the comer of her 
* praskeen "* — and from another comer lifted 

' Apron. 
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the kish, which served to wash, strain, and 
** dish " the potatoes, feed the pig, or rock the 
child, as occasion might require. Judy Kelly 
was certainly the worst specimen of Irish dirt I 
had ever the pleasure of inspecting. She never 
washed her face except on Sundays — and then 
it always gave her so had a cold in her head, 
on account (to use her own words) " of the 
tindemess of her skin" — that she was obliged 
to cure it with liberal draughts of whisky — the 
effects of which rendered Judy (at other times 
a peaceable woman), the veriest scold in Ban- 
now. Poor Kelly always anticipated this storm, 
and on Sunday evenings mounted his miserable 
d<mkey — ^miscalled Dumpling (a name, how- 
ever which might have been appropriate before 
he took service with his present master), and 
with pipes under arm, posted to St Patrick — 
the most respectable '' sheebeen shop " on the 
moor — and finished his evenings — sometimes 
having a comfortable nap by the road side, 
or <m a sand bank. The most delightful sleep 
he ever had, was one night when Dumpling 
being tipsy like her master, fell, ascending a 
nice muddy hill, and unable to rise, remained 
on her knees, until Pat Furlong discovered 
them both early on Monday morning ; Kelly 
soimd asleep, the glorious sun casting *a Hood 
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of light over a visage thin, yellow, and ghastly; 
except a long pointed crimson nose, with a pe- 
culiar twist at the end, which assumed a richer 
colouring, shaded at the very tip to a deep 
purple ; the bagpipes still tightly grasped un- 
der the ** professor's " arm. 

The family of this village musician was ma- 
naged like most Irish families — that is, not 
managed at all ; indeed, the habits of the 
parents precluded even the possibility of the 
children's improvement in any way, and they 
moved about a miscellaneous mass of brown 
red flesh, white teeth, bushy elf locks, which 
rarely submitted to the discipline of a comb, 
and party-coloured rags ; they were, neverthe- 
less, cheerful, strong and healthy. Clooney 
evinced much musical talent, which sensed at 
an excuse for idleness, uniform and premedi- 
tated. Molly was the best gigger for ten miles 
round, and Ellen would have been a pretty 
roley poley, industrious gipsy, if she had not 
been bom to the lazy inheritance of the Kelly 
household ; as it was, she did more than all the 
brats put together, and as her little bare feet now 
puddled through the extraordinary black mud, 
which formed a standing pool around the state- 
ly dunghill, that graced the door, she was 
welcomed by her father's salutation, — ** The 
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top o' the morning to my colleen ; little to fill 
the noggins ye've got wid ye; well, nivcr 
mind, clane water's wholesome, and lighter 
for the stomach, may be nor milk ; any way 
the pratees are laughing, and I must make 
haste for onct : wher's Molly ?" 

** She's just stept out to look after her pumps 
for the pathern, but niver heed, we'll not wait," 
replied Mrs. Kelly, pouring the potatoes into 
the kish. 

** It's little use thin, mother honey, ther'U 
be for pumps, or pipes, or shillealahs, this har- 
vest, for therms black news for the boys and 
girls, and it's myself was sorry to hear it; 
ther's to be no pathern." 

" No pathern I" screamed Mrs. Kelly, let- 
ting half the potatoes fall on the floor, to the 
no small advantage of the pig, who entered at 
the lucky moment, and made good use of his 
time, while Kelly stood with open mouth, 
ready to receive the one, he had dexterous- 
ly peeled with his thumb nail; poor man, 
he was petrified, the. pattern where man and 
boy, he had played, drank and quarrelled, 
in St. Mary's honor, for thirty years; the 
pattern, with its line of " tints," covered with 
blankets, quilts, and quilted petticoats, its 
stalls glittering with ginger-bread husbands and 
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wives for half the country ; the pattern, where 
his seat, a whisky barrel, was placed under a 
noble elm in the middle of the firm g^en 
sward, where the belles and beaux of the neigh- 
bouring hills had footed gaily, if not grace- 
fully, to " Moll Row," " Darby Kelly," or 
*' St. Patrick's Day," until the morning peeped 
on their reyellings, for more than a double 
century. 

'^ It's impossible, ye little lying hussy ; who 
dare stop the pathern ? the patliem, is it, in 
honor of the Holy Vargin ; for what 'ud they 
stop it ? there niver was even a bit of a ruction 
at the pathern o' Bannow, since the world was 
a world, ye wicked limb ; tell me this moment 
who tould ye this news ?" 

Poor Ellen looked at her father, and know- 
ing it was a word and a blow with him when 
he was in a passion, meekly replied — that Pat 
Kenessy, the landlord of " St. Patrick," had 
been turned off the pattern field, when in the 
act of striking the tent poles to be ready for 
the next day, by Mister Lamb, the 'Squire's 
Scotch steward, and that Mister Lamb bad in- 
formed Kenessy that his master would not 
permit any pattern to be held on his estate, as 
it only drew together a parcel of vagabonds, 
occasioned idleness and quarrels among men 
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and women, and flirtation and courtship amongst 
girls and boys ; and that a constable was ready 
to take the first man to Wexford Jail who 
pitched a tent. 

Poor Kelly ! at first he would not believe 
it, but some of the neighbours confirmed the 
information, and soon a council assembled in 
his cabin, to consider what measures ought to 
be adopted ; the peasantry could not bear to 
give up quietly the only amusement they en- 
joyed during the year. 

" That's what comes o' the 'Squire's living 
so long in England," said Blind Barry, ** I 
thought little good it would end in, when he 
said t'other day that my cabin must be white- 
washed every six months." 

** He threatened to turn my dunghill into 
the ditch," cried the wrathful Piper — ** but if 
he dares to lay his finger on it — " 

" Don't fear," said Mickey the tailor, who 
possessed great reputation, both as a wit and a 
sage, and who did not enter regularly into the 
conference, but stood leaning against the door- 
post. — " Don't fear, great men don't like to 
dirty their fingers with such trifles." 

It's long afore his uncle would have done so ; 
but the good ould times are past, and there's 
no frinds for poor Ireland now," sighed Paddy 
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Lumley an old white-headed man, more than 
eighty yean of age. 

'* It's hard, very hard though," continued 
Kelly, ** he knows well enough, that the trifle 
I gets at the pathem for my bits o' music, is 
all I have in the wide world to depind on for 
the rint; and sure it's little I picks up the coon- 
thry round to keep the skreeds, on the woman, 
and childer, God help thim ! — to say nothin' 
o' the atin' and the drinkin' ; but niver mind ; 
if there's no pathem, my curse be upon him 
and his ! may the grass, and the nettle, and 
the " 

" Asy, asy, Kelly," cried the tailor — 
** asy, take it asy; can't ye think — ^never 
despair, says I ; and so I said to Jim Holloway 
whin his wife died, never despair, says I ; he 
took my advice, and married agin in three 
weeks. — ^Why won't one field do ye instead 
of another ! Can't ye borrow another place 
for the day, man alive ?" 

" Did ye ever hear such gumshogue," cried 
blind Barry — " who'd gainsay the 'Squire, d'ye 
think ? Which of his tinants would say ay to 
his nay ? and have a turn out, or a double rint 
for their punishment ?" 

" Barry, will you whisht ! Listen to me 
Kelly, and we'll have the pathern yet. Clane 

VOL. I. H 



98 KELLY THE PIPER. 

y'erself and go up to the big house to Mister 
Herriott ; he's an ould residenter, and has a 
heart to feel for and a hand to relieve the poor 
man's sorrow ; let him know the rights of it, 
and I'll go haily he'll lend you some field of 
his own. And as to the 'Squire, you know he 
does not care a brass far thin for him, on ac- 
count of the half-acre-field they two went to 
law about ; I hear say it cost them, one way 
or 'tother, a clear seven hundred; and the field 
itself not worth a traneen ; but that's neither 
here nor there." 

" Mick," said Kelly, " you have it ! — by 
the powers I'll go off straight ; to be sure if we 
have a pathern it's little matter where, excipt 
tiiat it's pleasure for the girls to dance on the 
same sod their mothers danced on afore them ; 
b«t niver mind — ^won't some o' ye come to back 
toe ?" 

" No occasion in life for that ; but we'll go 
wid ye to the gate, and hear the luck when ye 
Gome out." 

Kelly was soon ready, and set off on the em- 
bassy in high spirits : as tliey journeyed, they 
talked over the matter more at length, suggest- 
ed a variety of fields and meadows, and told 
the story to all they met. The Irish, careless 
of their time, are ever ready to " tell or hear 
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some new thing;" and Kelly's train became 
almost a troop, before it arrived at the hill 
which overlooked Mr. Heriott's small but beau- 
tifdl domain. 

It was indeed very beautiful ; the old man- 
sion with its tall white chimney bursting from 
a thick grove of many coloured foliage that 
early in August was deepening into the brown 
of autumn. The long straight line of trees 
that marked the avenue, and the bright blue 
sea, in the distance, reflecting a cloudless sky, 
almost too cloudless for so unfortunate a coun- 
try; the hill sloping gradually down to the 
back of th^ house ; which though not exactly a 
common, was rendered nearly so, by the kind- 
ness of its possessor, who gave grass to half the 
lazy cows, and troublesome pigs in the parish. 

" We can see the sign of the Welch coast, 
the day's so clear," said Nick. 

*' The dickons drive it back, say I ; the 
Welch 'and English are all foreigners alike ; 
and its o' them all the bother comes," retorted 
Kelly. 

f How dark the mountain of Forth looks. — 
Do you remimber once when it looked bright, 
Jim?" said Hurling Jack, to a tall, powerful 
man who strode foremost of the party. 

** Do I not ! The red coats were in the 
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hoUonr, and the boys on the hill ; they covered 

it like a swarm o* bees. Och, if we had but 

attacked thim as I wanted, not a mother's son 

would hare lived to tell the story ; but they got 

to the whisky and the pipes, and the rein- 

Ibrcement came up, and it was all over. Kelly 

I remimber yon were blind with the drink, 

and yet ye kept on playing for the dear life — 

** Well doirn wid tlie onnge and up wid the green. 
Success to the croppies whererer Uiey^ seen.** 

« Whisht, Jim, whisht r cried Kelly, look- 
ing about quite frightened, *' how do you know 
who's listening? and, as I'm a sinner, yon's 
the master down in the glin, looking as mild as 
new milk." 

** How can ye tell how he looks, and his 
back to ye ye nataral?"* slyly inquired the 
tailor; ** but I'm sorry he is there, for I 
thought we might have taken the short cut 
through the round meadow." 

" We may do that still," replied Kelly,— 
** for his honor's too much the jontleman to 
turn back whin onc't on the road ; and there's 
others know that as well as me I'm thinking ; 
for I see Biddy Parrel turning her two year 
ould calf in through the gap ; well that bates 
all ; and she only a Kerry woman." 

• Foot 
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Kelly and his friends were in some measure 
disappointed. They certainly took the short 
cut, and his honor did not look back, but he 
did as bad ; he seated himself deliberately on 
the wheel of a car that was turned upside 
down in the ditch side, and answered all the 
purposes of gate and turnstile ; whistled two 
rambling spaniels to his side, to share the 
caresses so liberally bestowed on Neptune, a 
huge Newfoundland dog, who disdained fro- 
lic and fun of all description, and looked up 
in Mr. Herriott's face, with an owl-like gra- 
vity, that made it doubtful whether his steadi- 
ness proceeded frt>m sagacity or stupidity. As 
the crowd advanced he drew still closer to his 
master's side, and in low sullen growls ex- 
pressed much displeasure at so ill-dressed a 
troop approaching the avenue. 

" We are in for it," whispered Kelly in a 
low voice, '' so we may as well put a bould 
face on at onc't, and spake althegither." 

In another moment Mr. Herriott was sur- 
rounded by the bare-headed company ; Kelly 
and Nicky the tailor, a little in advance. 

" Every blessing in life on y'er honor ! — 
and proud are we all to see y'er honor looking 
so fresh and bravely, this fine morning." 

** Kelly is it you ? and Nick ? and — why 
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what earthly business brings such a gang of you 
here ? Have I not warned you over and over 
again, not to make your confounded paths across 
the clover field, and I see half the barley is 
destroyed before the sickle can be put to it, 
from your everlasting trespasses,'^ 

" Is it ? Oh then more's the pity, to say 
nothin' o' the shame," exclaimed the Piper, 
looking very sorrowful, ^' but we had no intin- 
tion in life to trespass ; only we saw y'er ho- 
nor from the top o' the hill, and as we had a 
little business wid y'er honour, to save time» 
and not to trouble ye at the house, we thought 
it best to take to the path. We've not done a 
taste of harm y'er honor." 

** Well Kelly, do not do so again; it sets a 
bad example, and destroys the fields (Neptune, 
down, sir). But what's your business ; ano- 
ther disagreement with your worthy lady ? — 
or a quarrel ? or a " 

** Nothin' at all at all, of that sort sir ; it's 
all o' the pathem; a burning sin, and a shame, 
and a disgrace to the whole town and counthry ; 
the likes of it was niver heard since the world 
was born !" 

*' Is that the way to discoorse a jontleman ?" 
interrupted Nick, " how can his honor un- 
derstand ye ; ye'r for all the world like a born 
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natanl ;" and he pushed the diminished Piper 
back, and advancing one foot forwanl, com- 
menced hia oration, rubbing the brim of bis 
hat at the same time — ** To-morrow, as is 
well known to y'er honor, being a raale scho- 
lar, and a bom jontleman — (not like some 
neighbours, who have a power o' money, and 
nothing else) will be (crossing himself) the 
blessed day of our Lady, and always the pa- 
them day of the parishes of Kilkaven and 
Baunow. Now y'er honor minds * the little 
square field at the foot o' the hill — always in 
the memory o' man called the pathem field — 
well, it has plased the 'Squire — not that I'd 
iver think of turning my tongue aginst the 
gin try, the raale gin try, y'er honor (bowing 
deeply to Mr. Herriott) — ^has thought fit to 
forbid the pathem, and to threaten to sind tbe 
first man caught pitching a tint-pole on his 
land, by a constable to Wexford jail." 

Mr. Herriott possessed a kind and benevo- 
lent temper; he loved to see the peasantry 
happy in their own way, and spent his fortune 
on his estate ; anxious both by precept and 
example, to instruct and serve his tenantry, 
but he had a decided hatred of jails, constables, 

* Knows. 
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lawyers, soldiers, &c., and often did he glory 
in the fact, that neither soldier, constable, 
lawyer, physician, or water-guard, was within 
twelTC miles of his mansion. '' The 'Squire,'' 
as he was called, was a Tcry good man in his 
way, but so fond of carrying every thing with 
a high hand, that the benefits he confer- 
red on the poor (and they were many), 
were# neyer received with gratitude, because 
he never made allowance for the customs 
or foibles of those among whom he dwelt. 
Moreover, he loved soldiers, talked of es- 
tablishing a land and water-guard, and a dis- 
pensary in the parish ; all good things, but yet 
decidedly opposed to the views of his more 
gentle and amiable neighbour. 

'* Indeed, a constable !" 

'' Aye, y'er honor, to a paceable parish.'' 

** You have been, and are a peaceable set of 
men, considering you are Irish," added Mr. 
Herriott, smiling, '* and certainly I believe no 
one here, had any thing to do with that unfor- 
tunate riot at Duncormuck, where poor Mur- 
tough was killed ?" 

** No, no, y'er honor," they unitedly replied ; 
one in a low voice added, ** He was only a 
Connaught man after all !" 

<' I should be sorry indee() if the Banuow 
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boys wanted either soldiers or constables to 
keep them in order, but I do not see how I 
can interfere. I cannot oblige Mr. Desmond 
to lend you the field." 

'' No, but y'er honor could give us the loan 
of one of y'er own to keep our pathem in, and 
long may y'er honor reign over us. Amin 1^ 
said Kelly. 

'' One of my own ? I do not think I could 
do that," replied Mr. Herriott, ** the fields 
that join the road are surrounded by a bounds- 
ditchy and young plantations ; and as to those 
in the centre of the domain — impossible quite." 

** No harm would happen to the trees," re- 
plied Kelly, '* but it would be very inconva- 
nient no doubt. So I was jist thinking if y'er 
honor would have no objection, the place fore* 
nent the grate gate would be quite the thing ; 
and 111 go bail that they'll all walk as on eggs, 
and neither gate or green will resave the laste 
damage in life ?" 

" Very well," said Mr. Herriott, ** remem- 
ber you are security for the good conduct of 
your friends." 

*' Oh ! every blissing attind y'er honor! and 
the mistress, and all the good family — ^hurrah ! 
boys ! we've gained the day," cried the tri- 
umphant Piper, capering about and snapping 
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his fingers, '' we'll jig it, and paceably too ; 
no quieter lads in the counthry — if that ould 
scoundrel, Tim Mc'Shane and his fiddle, 
comes within a mile o' me, by the powers 

111 /' 

" Stop, stop my good fellow," said Mr. Her- 
riott, '' peace ; no disturbance ; the slightest 
fray, and depend upon it, I will set my face 
against fairs and patterns for the next ten 
years." 

^< Oh ! God bless y'er honor ! I'll take an 
oath against fighting and whisky, if y'er honor 
wishes, with heart's delight." 

'^ Never mind, if you swore against it in one 
parish, you would take it in another; that 
would be pretty much the same thing, I fancy ; 
there, go the road way, and now no more 
^alk this morning," continued the kind man, aa 
be rose from his seat, ^* I will walk up with 
the ladies, and see that you are all quiet and 
steady to-morrow evening." 

" Long life's," " powers o' blessings," " stores 
0' good luck," were bestowed upon " him and 
his," and the parties pursued their separate 
paths. 

" The great gate " terminated the long 
straight avenue before mentioned, where, shel- 
tered by some five or si^ noble beech and 
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horse-chesnut trees, and peeping from amidst 
a profusion of sweet briar and wild roses, stood 
a little lodge, meek and lowly as a hedge prim- 
rose, with two latticed windows, and a slated 
roof — that unusual covering of Irish houses. 

The interior of this pretty cot was more in- 
teresting, even than its outward seeming; 
within, sate an old female spinning, her white 
hair turned up in front, a clean kerchief pinned 
over her cap, and knotted under the chin, and 
a short red cloak fastened by a broad black 
ribband ; her face was thickly wrinkled, per- 
haps by age, perhaps by sorrow. When erect 
her figure must have been tall and imposing, 
and long bony fingers and sinewy arms, told of 
strength and exertion. At her feet was sitting on 
what the Irish peasantry call a ^' boss," a very 
slight girl, with a quantity of light hair, shad- 
ing a face of almost unearthly paleness ; she was 
carding flax, and laying it in flakes on a clean 
table at her side. The maiden, as she con- 
versed with the aged woman, raised her large 
blue eyes to her withered face, and gazed on 
it with as much affection as if it possessed the 
most fascinating beauty ; while the woman's 
harsh voice softened when she spoke to a being 
evidently so dear to the best feelings of her 
heart. 



I 
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<' O ! blessed be the day, or rather the night, 
whin I saw ye first, mavourneen, for you are 
the blessin o' my life, and what was sorrow 
to you was joy to me." 

** Joy to me, nurse, not sorrow, for if I lost 
one parent, I found another in you." 

''A poor parent my darlint May, but a fond ; 
— ^however, God's will be done ; ould Nelly 
Clarey's heart is not could yet." 

Old Nelly Clarey, in her early days, had 
been a bathing woman, and accustomed to the 
sea from infancy, had become almost amphi- 
bious; her fearless disposition induced the 
ladies who visited the beautiful banks of Ban- 
now in summer, to rely solely on her guidance, 
and, moreover, she could row a boat as well as 
any man in the country. There are a pair of 
green islands about three miles from the bo- 
rough of Ballytigue, called the '^ Reerogues," 
where in summer a few starved sheep, or one 
or two goats wander over about an acre of moss 
and weeds. In springtides and stormy wea- 
ther, those rocks are very dangerous to vessels 
whose pilots are not fully acquainted with the 
channel; and a winter never passes without 
some shipwreck occurring either on, or near 
them. A dark squally morning succeeded a 
fearful night of storm, about fifteen years 
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before my introduction to Nelly Clarey's 
lodge; the hovel she then lived in, was so near 
the beach, that even the rippling of the summer 
surge cheered the loneliness of her dwelling ; 
but on the occasion to which I refer, it was 
not the '* soft music of the waters" that roused 
her from her bed ; but the often repeated boom 
sounding above the tempest, which she well 
knew to be the minute-gun of distress from 
some perishing vessel. 

The early dawn beheld her wandering 
amongst rocks, accessible only to the sea birds 
and herself. She clambered the highest point 
and extended her gaze over the ocean, which 
still angrily chafed and growled along the 
shore. Beyond the breakers the surface was 
somewhat smooth ; but little was seen to mark 
where the islands rested, save the white and 
sparkling foam dashing and glittering in the 
early light, finely contrasted with the deep co- 
louring of the sky and water. Nelly still gazed, 
and now shaded her eyes with her hand, for 
she thought she discovered something like a 
motionless mast amongst the distant breakers. 
She was confirmed in this opinion, by observing 
several floating spars and casks, rapidly borne 
towards the main land. On descending to 
the' beach, she found many of the neighbours 
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anxiously watching the approach of what they 
considered law^l plunder. 

" The . wreck is between the Keerogues, 
Jack/' said Nelly to a rough shaggy looking 
man, who, half in, and half out of the water, 
was straining every nerve to haul in a cask, in 
danger of dashing against a huge dark mass 
of rock that jutted into the sea. 

'^ And what's it to you or me ould girl ; it 
would be fitter for you to be in your bed, than 
down on the wild shore, with y'er whity-brown 
hair streaming about y'er shoulders. Ye look 
for all the world like a witch." 

" It's you and the likes of ye," she replied, 
*' that bring disgrace upon poor Ireland. Phil 
Doran's boat has passed through breakers 
worse nor these, and the boat shall go out, or 
I'll know the rason why. And so many poor 
strangers may be dying at this blessed momint 
4>n thim islands." 

. ** It's few '11 go wid ye then," replied the 
man, as he grappled with the cask ; and, pulling 
it up, added, " if it's strangers y'er thinking 
of, there's one in already," pointing to a heap 
of sea weed — " his bed is soft enough at any 
rate. The ould fool (as Nelly strided to- 
wards the spot), she'll take more trouble about 
that sinseless corpse, than she would to look 
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after the bits o' God-sinds, the wild waters 
bring us." 

Nelly found the body of a youth apparently 
about eighteen, nearly embedded in sea weed. 
She disentangled it with speed and tenderness, 
carried it up the cliffs, dripping as it was, with 
perfect eaise, and laid it before the turf lire in 
her humble hut. One of the arms was broken 
and sorely mangled ; and the bitten lip and 
extended eye-lids, plainly told that the youth 
had wrestled daringly with death. 

" Ye'll no more gladden your mother's 
heart, or bring joy to your father's home," 
sighed the excellent creature, perfectly con- 
vinced that restoratives were useless. " God 
comfort the mother that bore ye, for ye were 
brave and handsome, and may-be the pride o* 
more hearts nor one." 

As the morning advanced, tokens of exten- 
sive shipwreck crowded the beach, and many 
respectable inhabitants assembled to prevent 
plunder. The surf still ran so high, that 
Nelly's pleadings were disregarded. Al- 
though the mast of the lost vessel was now 
distinctly seen, the hardiest boatman would 
not venture to the Keerogues. 

" I cannot call ye Irishmen," said she, after 
using many fruitless arguments to urge her 
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neighbours to attempt the passage, ^' vile €ro- 
mellians are ye all, wid not a drop of true 
Milesian blood in y'er shrivelled veins." 

The evening sun had cast a deep red light 
over the ocean, whose waters were less dis- 
turbed than they had been at noon ; and the 
moon rose with calm majesty over the subsi- 
ding waves, attended by her train of silent, 
but sparkling hand-maids, who scattered light 
and brilliancy over her path. 

Nelly could not sleep ; again she clambered 
the ''black rock," and scared the sea gull 
from its nest; — anxious to ascertain, although 
almost beyond human ken, if any living object 
remained on theKeerogues ; now more distinctly 
visible. As her eye wandered along the shore, 
it rested on Phil Doran's boat, which had been 
drawn up on the shingles; her mind was at 
once made up to a daring enterprise. No vil- 
lage clock tolled the knell of the departing 
hours, but she knew it must be near mid- 
night. She returned to her cabin, wrapt a long 
cloak around her, and secured a bottle of 
spirits in its hood. A few moments found 
her on the strand ; the oars were in the strong, 
but rude fishing boat, and she soon drew it to 
the water. When in the act of pushing off, 
a head appeared from behind one of the rocks, 
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and a Yoice exclaimed — ** Botheration to ye, on 
what fooFs journey are ye now ? it's myself be* 
lieves yeVe doings with the oold one, for there's 
no rest for a body near ye day, nor night — ." 

*' Come Jack," replied the woman, con- 
vinced that his assistance wonld be useful, 
** it's calm enough now, and ye may find some- 
thing on thim islands you'd like to have; I 
cannot rest in pace while I think there may 
be a living thing on thim rocks." 

The love of plunder and the love of enter- 
prise, the latter, perhaps inspired by the 
whisky he had drank during the day, urged 
Jack to accompany the woman. As they ap- 
proached the Keerogues, their little bark leapt 
lightly over the billows, and Nelly, like others 
of her sex, gloried in her opinion being correct, 
for the mast and part of the rigging of the 
vessel still adhered to the wreck, and abso- 
lutely hung over the largest island. 

Jack commenced prowling about for prey ; 
but Nelly could not perceive a single body on 
the shore. At length she discovered, midway 
the mast, something like a female figure, so 
securely fastened, that even the waters would 
fail to disentangle the cords and scarfs with 
which the hands of affection had secured it, 
to what appeared the last refuge. 

VOL. I. I 
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" It's a faymale, at all events," said Jack, 
when Nelly succeeded in iixiag bis attention. 
" I'm sarliiin it's a t'aytnaln; ao here goes — 
bad as ye think me — bad as may be I am— 
Jack Connor never did a bad turn to the 

He managed tu get to the mast, cut the 
braces, and lower the corpse (for eo it was), 
still enveloped in many shawlx, into Nelly's 

" She's gone, as well as the boy ye picked 
lip this morning, Peggy," ho exclaimed. 

" God in his mercy save us all," she esclaim- 
ed, falling on her knees, " God in his mercy 
save us ! her still' arms are locked over a living 
baby, and its little head i» on her hare bosom I" 

It was even ao. The lady was dead ; her 
weak frame was nnahle to retain life amid ao 
many horrors ; and her spirit could not long 
have lingered behind kix whose last efforts 
were exerted to preserve the objecis of hia 
purest afi'ections: when to others, all earth 
was but one thought — and that was— death ! 

Jack ; ci-oppy ; smuggler ; wrecker; poacher; 
white-boy ; rogue and rapparee, as he either 
was or bad been — Jack Connor (I wish to do 
every body justice) placed the unfortunate lady 
carefully in the boat, took ofi" his jacket, which 
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he added as anoUier covering to the still living 
infant ; and without plundering a single arti- 
cle, or uttering a single sentence, rowed stea- 
dily to the shore. As he carried the body up 
the cliffs, the morning light was stealing over 
the now calm ocean. ** Nelly," said he, as 
he rested the burthen on her bed — " Nelly, 
I'll never gainsay ye agin, if I'd done y'er 
bidding yesterday, that cratur would be a 
living woman now." 

Nelly's courage and humanity gained for her 
high approbation. The vessel was ascertained 
to have been a Chinese trader on her home- 
ward passage ; but of the crew none remained 
except the infant — the bathing woman had so 
heroically rescued. 

Mr. Herriott persuaded Nelly, for the sake 
of her adopted child, to take up her abode at 
the avenue lodge. The babe was called May, 
and much did Nelly complain of what she 
termed <* a Heathen name." But Mr. Her- 
riott convinced her it was right, as the cyphers 
M. A.Y. were wrought in a bracelet found on her 
mother's wrist. No inquiries had ever been 
made about the little stranger, and her story 
was seldom thought of ; but she was very dif- 
ferent from the peasant children ; not so fond 
of play, and always sweetly serious. KShe 
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hear4 the intelligence that the pattern was to 
bp celebrated outside the great gates, with more 
fear than pleasure ; and could hardly under- 
stand why Miss Kelly so gloried in her father's 
having gained the day ; and her new pumps. 
Old Nelly " Bhwd up" for Mr. Herriott's 
ascendancy, with true clan-like feeling ; not 
that she cared for the pattern, bat she hated 
soldiers, and constables, and lawyers, and water- 
guards, because she knew " the master" hated 
them ; and ao in honour of the pattern victory, 
she told May that she should cut as good a 
figure as any of tbem ; and better too for the 
matter of that, there was a long narrow scarf, 
that had belonged to her mother (hearen rest 
her soul !) and she should wear it as a sash ; 
and she should dance too. 

" I do not care for dancing, dear nurse," 
observed the pale girl ; " my heart's not in it ; 
but I'll do my best to plase you ; and I dare 
say it will be a merry pathem." 

And so it was ! Such a pattern ! — anch a 
sight of tents had never been seen by the oldest 
man in the parish ; except at the fair of Bal- 
lynasloe, which, as Kelly said, he had never 
seen, but only heard of. Such a " power" of 
people : there was the old Lord of Carriok, as 
he was called— the most respectable butcher 
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for ten mUes ronndy with his bob-wig over his 
hair, — ^all on one side from joy and whisky. 
There was Nicky the tailor, and his seven 
sons ; such fine boys, not one of them under 
six feet, and the youngest only one-and* 
twenty. There was Pat Kenessy's tent, with 
a green flag flowing without, and whisky 
'' gilloure'' flowing within. There was Mary- 
the-Mant in a " bran new govim ;" and the 
five Misses Kenessy, with every earthly and 
heavenly colour on them, except Orange. Then 
the Corishes — the never-ending Corishes !- 
Pat Corish and his childer ; Jim Corish and 
his childer ; Tom Corish and his childer ; 
Mat Corish and his childer not a quiet Eng- 
lish family of three or four young ones each ; 
but ten or fourteen romping rogues, boys and 
girls, with stentorian lungs, and herculean 
fists. And who would be cruel enough to in- 
terrupt their amusements, of hurling, jumping, 
eating, drinking, dancing, and fighting, in 
pattern time ? — No one ; for their parents 
were employed pretty much in the same way. 

*' The great tint" was reserved for dancing, 
when the ** quality" came ; and often did 
Kelly parade around it, to see that all was 
right; and many a longing look was cast down 
the avenue to watch if the gentry were coming. 
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** The great bell did not ring for dinner 
as early as usual/' said Nelly Clarey to her 
adopted^ as she placed the last pin in her sash, 
and arranged the flapping bows to her own 
peculiar taste. *' I do'nt want you to go 
amongst thim yet, till the quality come ; but 
stay," she continued » ** let me try ;" and she 
opened a little box, that contained a chain, 
three' rings, and a small, but curiously wrought, 
bracelet. ** Stay ; these were your poor mo- 
ther's, and beautiful she looked, and quiet — 
when I took them ofi*, and swore to keep thim 
for you, my darlint, and niver to let poverty 
part thim from me. But it's little poverty I've 
known, thank God ; and blessings on him and 
his that presarved us from it." During this 
speech Nelly had tried first one, and then the 
other rings on May's fingers. " They're all 
too small for ye ; well, sure enough, she had 
the sweetest little hand I ever saw. The 
fastening of the chain's not good, or ye might 
wear that ; but what's to hinder ye putting on 
the bracelet; ye cannot lose it — M.A.Y. — it was 
y'er father's and mother's hair that formed 
thim letters, I'll ingage." May gazed on the 
cyphers, and tear-drops gathered on her long 
eyelashes. 

** My child — almost my own child" — said 
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the affectionato Nelly, ** why do you cry ; you 
are always sad when others are merry. Ah 
May, May ; you'd forget — look ! there's Mr. 
Herriotft, and the mistress, and the young lady, 
and the strange dark gentleman — master's ould 
frind — at the gate ; and you not fit to be seen ; 
there- -Hitand asy, and wash your eyes. I'll 
attind their honors ; and in live minutes ye'il 
look my queen agin." 

Kelly and some of his train stood outside 
the gate ready to receive '* the gintry ;" and 
way was soon made for them to pass along the 
line of tents. The bustling and skirmishing 
instantly ceased. The men held their hats in 
their hands, and the women rose and curtsied 
respectfully, as Mr. Herriott and his family 
proceeded, while many a heartfelt blessing 
followed their footsteps. 

Perhaps the most delightful prospect in the 
world is that which a good Irish landlord en- 
joys when his tenantry are really devoted to 
his service; because their devotion is mani- 
fested by those external signs, which can only 
emanate from an enthusiastic temperament. 
— ** How well his honor looks ; sure it's a 
blessing to see him, and the mistress so queen- 
like, and yet so humble, with her kind smile, 
and asking after the childer, so motherly." 
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" Who's the stranger ?" 

" From foreign parts T take it, by his dark 
skin/' 

" Very like ; in all y'er bom days, did ye 
ever see any thing like the state Kelly takes 
on himself; to be sure he's o' very dacent 
people, and the best Piper in the whole ba- 
rony, but there's rason in all things, and 
there'll be a power of gintry in the pathem 
before night. Mr. Cormack and the ladies, 
Mr. Jocelyn, and Mr. Lambton, and may be 
they won't put up with Kelly's talk, like the 
rest." 

" Never heed, may be they all know his 
ways, but come," and the oldest crone of the 
assembly rose off a seat, where four or five 
** withered and wild in their attire," had been 
sitting smoking their *' doodeens," and ma- 
king observations on every body ''under the 
shadow of one of the great piers." '' Come, 
they're crowding into the tint, and we'll be 
all behind, like the cows tail, if we don't make 
haste." 

Kelly had taken his seat, or rather his 
thfone, on the top of one of the largest casks 
that could be procured in the parish ; and on 
forms, at each side of the musician, were 
seated the *' gentlefolk :" — ^a small space be- 
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tweeiiy — and men women and children crouch- 
ed, or stood as they best could manage,' leaving 
sufficient room for the dancers, for which pur- 
pose, certainly not much was required; as 
either reel or jig can be performed on a good 
sized door, always taken off its hinges and 
laid on ** the sod** for the. purpose. 

The wide entrance to the tont was crowded 
with a mass of round laughing Irish faces 
beaming with joy. 

Paddy Madder! who but Paddy Madder, 
was fit to open the ball. Paddy, the oldest 
man in the parish, and in his youth, it was 
said (for none remembered it), the finest dan- 
cer ever seen in all Ireland. Paddy acquitted 
himself nobly, considering that he had num- 
bered eighty and two years ; and Mr. Herriott 
placed the old man by his side, and heard with 
delight, of the youthfol feats which age so 
dearly loves to recite. 

Miss Kelly next dropt her bob curtsy, 
to young Tom Corish, when, after '* cover- 
ing the buckle" to admiration, and beating 
his partner at the " highland fling," he made 
" a remarkable genteel bow" to poor May ; 
heedless of the smiles and approbation pert 
Jane Roche bestowed on his performance. 
3f ay was not at all flattered by the distinction, 
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and clung to her nurse's side, until desired, in 
an authoritative tone by Kelly, to ** step out, 
and not look so sheepish." 

May danced, I must confess, very badly, 
but she looked very lovely ; timidity and ex- 
ercise gave a colour to her cheek which it sel- 
dom possessed, and her light sylph-like form, 
graced by the flowing sash, formed a strange 
contrast to the almost gigantic figure of her 
nartner. 

" Who is that girl V* inquired the gentle- 
man, of Mr. Herriott. 

'' I cannot tell you who she is, but she has 
been nursed by a very deserving woman, who 
attends our gate lodge." 

" Indeed ?" 

The gentleman again looked at her, as May 
continued. She forgot she was the object of 
general attention, and danced with more spirit. 
The stranger rose from his seat, and appeared 
to watch her movements with extraordinary 
anxiety. 

** It is strange," said he to Mr. Herriott, 
** but that child is singularly like one whom I 
loved more than any earthly being ; my sister 
Anna." 

" Indeed; I never saw her ; — but you often 
mentioned her to me when we were school- 
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fellows ; do you remember saying how much 
you should like me for a brother-in-law ?" 

*' Boyhood's imaginings, my dear friend.— 
She returned to her family at Calcutta, when 
her education was completed ; and married a 
young merchant, her inferior in rank, but I 
knew she was happy, and forgave it — poor 
Anna. She accompanied him to China, and 
if their traflSc succeeded, they were to have 
voyaged to England. I found they embarked 
on board a vessel for the purpose, but ." 

<' Shame upon ye," exclaimed Tom Corish, 
loud enough to interrupt the narrative Mr. 
Herriott was so earnestly attending too, " yo 
know his honor does not dance May, but it's 
only manners for ye to ax his honor's frind to 
take a step, now that you've bate me clane off, 
lazy as you wint about it ." 

Poor May made her curtsy, all panting 
and blushing as she was, and without saying a 
word, or looking up, extended her hand to lead 
him to " the floor;" but she uttered a piercing 
shriek, when seizing her arm with a powerful 
grasp, the stranger half dragged — half carried 
her, to the entrance of the tent ; there he ten- 
derly supported the frightened girl, but still 
held the arm she had extended to him with un- 
relaxing firmness; while his eyes wandered 
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firom her Utce to the ^Iden hraeelet which her 
iiiirse had clasped. The peasantry were per- 
fectly unable to comprehend the matter. Kelly 
descended from his tibrone; and Nelly Clarey 
looked quite thnnder-stmck. She was, how- 
ever, the first to recoTcr her sorprise. 

** What do ye mean by glowering that away 
on my child ?" 

** Your child, woman ! Herriott, you said 
Abe was not her's ; you said you could not say 
who she was. Speak, I entreat, for mercy 
speak, and tell me how that bracelet came — 
who gave it her ?" 

** Nobody gave it her," replied Peggy, " I 
myself took it off her mother's arm — God rest 
her soul ! — the very morning that Jack Connor 
and I picked thim both out of the salt shrouds* 
The waves were her early cradle poor thing V*^ 

•• How long ago ?" 

*' Oh for the matter o' that, it will be fifteen 
yPttrK, oome next Candlemas." 

T\\ts Mtrange gentleman let the braceleted 
wrUt drop, and folded the trembling May to 
hin ttommt. 

** HUns In my Hinter's child," said he, when he 
%m\M npi^ak, *' and henceforth mine." 

Mr. ilt^rriott suggested the propriety of 
Ihrlr K^iing Into the lodge. Poor Nelly fol- 
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lowed the gentry, keeping close to her adopted, 
mattering, '' I have lost her now, any how." 
The rings and the chain were produced ; but 
the strongest witness was the bracelet ; M.a.y. 
were the united initials of May's father, mo* 
ther and uncle ; and a spring under the clasp 
which had escaped observation, discovered a 
miniature of Mr. Yonnett (the strange gentle- 
man), which he had himself given to his be- 
loved sister, as a token of affection, on her leav- 
ing Calcutta. ^ 

'' So ye'r a lady after all, by fortune as well 
as birth," said Nelly, looking affectionately 
at May, '' and I must call ye Miss ; and ye'll 
be no more near me ; and no more shall I hear 
y'er sweet voice in the soft summer evenings, 
calling to me from the wood, or reading to me 
whin the snow hangs the trees with white, like 
cherry blossoms ; and the place will miss ye ; 
and I shall be left desolate in my ould age. 
But ye'll think of me ; think of y'er poor nurse, 
Nelly ; who on her bare knees" — and as she 
knelt she extended her claspt hands to heaven 
— ** prays that the tear o' sorrow may niver 
dim y'er eye; that the blush o' shame may 
niver paint y'er cheek ; that the blessings o' 
the poor may strew the sweetest summer flow- 
ers in y'er path ; and that a long life and a 
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happy death niaj be j'er blessing; ami after," 
continndd she Holemnly, " in heaven ! in the 
preBence of the Father and his holy sainLa, may 
the J3annow women see yo a bright angel of 
glorj'." May flung herself on her nurse's bo- 
som ; and Mr. Yonnett assured them, that he 
hoped they would never be separated ; for " I 
think, Nelly, May loolcs so delicate that she 
will need your kind care wherever she goes; 
Had she would be unworthy of my affection if 
she wished to leave you." 

" Anybody might see," said Kelly, half aa 
honr afterwards, when May appeared at the 
gate, for a moment, to receive the congratula- 
tions of her former companions, leaning on the 
one side on her uncle, and on the other on her 
nurse — " any body might see that she had 
always the gentle drop in her; and 1 tonld 
you so. Miss Jinny, my lady," continued he, 
sneeringly. to Jane Roche, who had always 
treated poor May with contempt, and looked 
somewhat disconcerted at her elevation, " fine 
feathers don't always make fine birds." 

" Kelly," said Mr. Herriott, "but for you 
this discovery would not have happened ; for 
there would have been no pattern ; therefore, 
my boys, crown him king of Pipers, pattemi, 
and whisky; and plenty of that, and good 
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Irish roait beef shall you have, and a glorious 
supper outside these gates — peace — plenty — 
and whisky." 

** King Kelly for ever, and long life to the 
May/' cried Nicky the tailor ; and they chaired, 
or rather shouldered Kelly round the green ; 
and poured a noggin of pure whisky over his 
head ; which made him as goo<l a king as the 
best of them (they said) ; and Kelly composed 
a jig, extempore, that beat jig Polthouge, and 
all the jigs ever composed before or since, 
clean out of the field, and called it the ** Lady 
May." 
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and sure the paceable time has lasted long 
enough to make ye forgit it." 

" So, Captain, I beg your pardon, Andy, the 
peaceable times have lasted too long you think.'* 

" I ax y*er honoris pardon, I said no sich 
a thing. May be if it was said, it would be 
nothin' but the truth ; but that's neither here 
nor there, and no business o' mine. The go- 
vernment's a good government, may be ay may 
be no, and the king, God bless him!" — and he 
lifted his hat reverently from his head — *^ the 
king's a good king !" 

** Ay, ay, I remember your fjEunous flag, 
made out of the green silk curtain, and gar- 
nished with real laurel leaves, mounted on the 
top of a sapling ash, the motto, * God bless 
the king, but curse his advisers.' " 

" WelU y'er honour has a mighty quare 
way, I must say, of repating gone thin^, and 
tazing a person quite useless like." 

The gentleman who had been amusing him- 
self at the poor millers' expence, now assumed 
a more reflective look and manner, and leaning 
on his shoulder with kind familiarity : 

" Andrew," said he, ** when, I speak se- 
riously of by-gone days, of times of terror and 
bloodshed, there is one feeling that absorbs 
every other ; gratitude to the noble little Cap- 
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tain of the Bannow corps, who, when one of 
my own tenants declared that it was the duty 
of every man in the division to spill Protestant 
hlood, until the united men could stand in 
it knee-deep, rushed forward, and baring his 
bosom, as he stood before me, called to his men 
to strike there, for that not a hair of my head 
should fall while he had arms to use in my 
defence." 

The Miller turned away for a moment, and 
then taking off his hat, extended his broad 
hand to the gentleman making sundry scrapes, 
and divers indescribable motions. 

" May I make so bould as to ax y'er honour 
to walk in, and ate or drink something ; and 
besides, I had a little matther o' my own that I 
wanted to spake to ye about : and sure ye need 
never think of what yeVe jist mintioned ; for 
if it hadn't been for y'er good word, more espe- 
cially ; thim children would have had no father. 
I was ready enough to die for the cause like a 
man dacently ; but to be hung jist for nothing, 
like a dog, was another thing. It '11 niver come 
to that wid me now, God be praised I To be 
sure we all have our own notions ; but I'll not 
meddle or make wid thim any more, for they 
all wanted to be commanders and gentlemen nt 
onct, and wouldn't be said or led by their 
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betthers, why I But I ax pardon for talking, 
and ye standing outside the mill-house, when 
the woman and the fire and all's widin, that 
'ed rejoice to see y'er two feet on the harth- 
stone, even if it were of pure gould." 

** Oh Ihen, kindly welcome sir. Jenny, set a 
chair for the gintleman ; ye limmer, not that 
one wid the three legs. Tim, is that the 
patthern o' y'er manners, to stand knawing 
your thumb ; where's y'er bow ? Mabby, set 
down the grawl and make y'er curtshy. Sure 
it's proud we're of the honor," continued the 
bustling Mrs. Andy, *' and grateful, and what 
will y'er honxxs take ? Tim, hare done picking 
the bread. A cruddy egg and a rasher, or 
some hot cake and fresh butter, y'er honor, as 
frish as the day, made wid my own hands. 
Jenny, quiet that child, will ye ? Oh ! Mabby, 
Mabby, run for the dear life ; there's the ould 
pig, bad cess to her ! and all the bonneens,* 
through the cabbages. I humbly beg y'er 
honor's pardon, (curtsying), but may be, y'er 
honor would just taste ." 

•* Will ye hould y'er whist, Biddy?" inter- 
rupted the Captain, coming from the inner 
room; in one hand he carried a stone jar, 

• 
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nnder the other a long green bottle, ** she has 
a tongue in her head sir, and likes to use it," 
he continued, placing i>oth jar and bottle on 
the table; but here's something fit for a 
momin' * for Saint Patrick himself, and y'er 
honor must taste it, raale Innishown ; or, if ye'r 
too delicate (striking the jar), the likes of this 
is'nt in e'er a cellar in the county." He filled 
a g^asB and presented it to Mr. Collins, who 
looked at, tasted, and finally drank it off. 

** It came from foreign parts sir, as a little 
testimonial from one whose last gift it will be." 

** Indeed, Andy ! pity such cordials should 
be kut gifts." 

" True for ye, sir. Tim, make y'er bow to 
the gintleman, and take y'er voster f out under 
the sunny hedge, and y'er slate, my man, and 
do two sums in fractions, for practice. Jenny 
woman, lift out y'er wheel, and see that y'er 
biodier minds the sums." 

** Don't ye see she's getting out the white 
cloth for a snack X for his honor. I wish ye'd 
let the girl alone ; and any way, let her do my 
bidding," continued the wife, " ye've no earthly 
dacency in ye, or ye'd a tould me his honor 
was coming in, and then I could have got 

• A Dram. f Vo«ter'» Arthmetic t A Lunchewi. 
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su I 111! till tig jii'uper, not tnisting to raiiliers aiitl 
oggs, and y'er outlandish drops," and tlie 
angry dame, angry because she could not pay 
" his honor" sufficient attention, bustled about 

"The devil's in the woman! bat save as 
all ! they can't help it," muttered Andrew, 
" may be while she's doing the egga, y'er 
honor would walk out and look at tlie new 
spokes in the mill wheel, and the little things 
I've been trying at; thank God, we've no 
middle men in this parish, but resident land* 
lords, who give every earthly encouragement 
to the improving tenant, and never rise the 
rint because the ground looks well ; only a 
kind word and every praise in life, and en- 
courage ye wid odd presents : a wheel, a bale 
o' flax, or a locke o' wool to the girls, and a 
new plough or harrow, or some fine seed po- 
tatoes to the boys, and that's the true rason 
why the parish o' Bannow is the flower o' the 
country." 

The neighbouring fields looked indeed beauti- 
ful, and the bright greenery extended at either 
side, around the mill stream ; here and there a 
knarled oak or a gay thorn tree added interest 
to the landscape, while the sweet wavering 
willows rooting themselves in the very depth 



■ fAITAlN ANIJY. ia7 

■ >ef tliD rippling walur, wLivL dtuiuing butweun 
111 eir trunks, aad sparkling through their weep- 
in}<: foliage, t'omied a picture as calmly beauti- 
ful as even fruitful and merry England coalil 
supply. Andrew, from some cause or other, 
tbrgot the " new spokes" when lie reached 
the mill house witli Mr. Collins, and peered 
behind the piled aackx to ascertain that no one 
was in the small square room, which contained 
(independently of the flour bags and piles of 
fresh grain) a long form, and sundry wionow- 
ing sheets, flails, and sifters. 

" I have got something particular (o say to 
y'er honour, but could'ut for the woman ; but 
I'll boult her out (fastening the door). Sure 
I'm king o' the castle here, any way. Oh ! 
don't lane aginsl thtm bags ; there's no getting 
the white out o' the English cloth at all at all. 
Sure the binch — (I wish y'er honour waa on 
theraale binch, and it's thin we'd have justice!) 
— the binch '11 do the turn." And Andy pulled 
olf his wig, dusted the form, or as he called it 
" binch," with it, replaced the powdered " bob" 
over his own black hair, crossed his feet, gave 
the wig a parting pull, folded his amis, tuid, 
leaning against the door-post, commenced tho 
discosure of his secret in a confidential under- 
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<« Y'er honour remimbers ould times I'm 
Uunking." 

Mr* Gollms smiled. 

** And the Bannow corps." — Another smiie. 

** Welly I know y'er honor's sinsible, that 
though the hoys would hare me head thim, jet 
I niver thought they^d have turned to the re* 
ligion, and murdered the innocent cratiirs o' 
Protestants for nothin', or, as God's my judge 1 
I'd have let thim all go to Botany afore I'd 
any hand in it ; but that's all gone and past, 
and nither here nor there. Well ! whin onet 
I was in, I thought it right to demane myself 
properly. But there were bloody sins o^ both 
sides, as nataral ; — burnings— and massacres— 
and all bad; and times was, whin I could'nt 
for the life o' me tell which was worst; only 
the poor Catholics had no arms, but the bits o' 
pikes, for the most part, to make fight wid. 
Och! it was bitter bad 1 Well, y'er honor 
remimbers Thomas Jarratt, the farmer, who 
lived on the hill side, far from kith or kin ; 
a lone man, wid one son, a wild chap— yet 
kindly ; fierce— yet gentle-like at times^ and 
a generous boy ; striking handsome ; superior 
to many, more ricl^ and powerful nor him- 
self. Well ; he always had his own way ; the 
poor father doated down on him ; and for many 
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a day he was the white headed boy 6' the 
whole country. Now sir^ dear, call another to 
mind. Onld James Corish, though suspicted 
o' being a black Protestant (I ax pardon r but 
thatwas what they were called), was well counted 
by all his neighbours ; he had seen years, and 
there were not many happier ; for his prosperity 
bad continued for more than half a hundred, 
and appeared sartin to be uninterrupted for the 
remainder o' his days. He had had a joyful 
fire-side o' childer; but they were all gone 
excipt two, Mary the eldest : so lamed, so 
wise, amd so charming ; and James, a fine gay 
boy rising seventeen ; thoughtless ; but all are 
thoughtless, sir, before they mix in the world 
to drink of its bitterness, or be marked by its 
corruption. It used to do my heart good of a 
Sunday, to see that family passing on to their 
own Church. The ould man, his silver hair 
falling over his shoulders ; his two childer, the 
one wid her dark long curls half hid under her 
straw hat, and her short scarlet petticoat, that 
set ofi* the white stockings and slight ancles ; 
the other looking so cheerful ; his light blue 
eyes jumping out of his head wid innocent joy. 
Well, sir, young Thomas Jarratt cast an eye 
upon the colleen, and as he was no ways a 
strict (Catholic, ould Corish thought may be 
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he might answer for Mary, as he was well 
to do in the world; and though he did'nt 
get any grate encouragement, to say grate, 
yet for all that he went in and out, and the 
two boys were very much thegither, and no 
one dare look at Mary, on account o' young 
Tom. Well, sir, you remimber well the Mi- 
litia rigiments, and young Corish was drawed 
to go in thim." 

" I do. I remember it well," replied Mr. 
Collins, '' I was there the eyening he went to 
join the Wexford Militia. * God bless you I 
my only boy,' sobbed the poor father ; ' it's like 
spilling one's own blood to fight against one's 
neighbours ; but God bless you, boy ; do your 
duty as your father did before you ; only re- 
member, a Protestant soldier need not be an 
Orangeman.' Mary neither spoke nor wept ; 
but she pushed the curling locks from off her 
brother's brow, and mournfully gazed upon it ; 
and when, laughing at her fears, he affection- 
ately kissed her cheek ; still she looked sad ; 
and long and anxiously did her eyes follow 
him, until his form was lost in the twilight mist, 
^as he ascended the mountain of Forth. 

** Poor cratur ! poor cratur !" sighed the 
miller, ** well sir, you know I was over per* 
suaded to join the boys, and we used to have 
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little meetings in this very room, and I didnU 
care to let the wife know any thing of it at 
first, but she found it out somehow or otiier 
(the women are very cute), and first she was 
all aginst it, but she comed over a bit at the 
thought of my being a Captain, and she, to be 
sure, a Captain's lady ; well, we hid a good 
many pike heads in the grain, and sint a good 
many to the bo3r8 o' Watherford, into the very 
town, though it was under martial law at the 
time, but we hid them among eggs, and in 
sacks o' flour and what not. The wife one 
day had crossed the Scar, to give a small 
sack o' barley-male to one at the other side, 
and who should she meet this side and she 
coming back, but young Thomas Jarratt, < good 
morrow. Mistress Andy,' says he, ' good mor- 
row kindly,' says she ; ' may be,' says he, ' ye 
won't tell a body where ye've been ;' well, 
she up with the lie at onct ; * that won't do 
for me,' says he, * I know what ye'r after, and 
good rason too, for I'm sworn in, and by the 
same token, the pass word into y'er own mill- 
house is * green boy.' ' Well, be to sure, she 
was quite struck comical, for she thought of his 
father's white head, and of the poor lad's own 
rosy cheek, but above all, of sweet Mary 
Corish. * Oh ! Thomas,' said she, sure it 
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wasnH mj man that united ye ; and think of 
3rVr ould father, and the black eyed girl that 
loves ye/ Och ! the laugh he gave was 
heart scalding. * No/ sa3fs he, ' y'er hus- 
band would call me a boy» and as to Mary, 
some one has put betwixt us» and she believes 
me bad, and ye know I would'nt desave her,' 
and away he goes like a shot Well, sorry 
I was whin I hard it, but it was too true, 
Mary soon got the wind o' the word, but it 
was too late, he wouldn't lade nor drive, and 
it was one of the Scarrouges that drew him in, 
for which, the same man niver had luck nor 
grace ; for the boy was too young intirely to be 
brought into sich hardship. Well, I need'nt 
tell about thim times. Thomas carried the 
green flag, and did it bravely, but in the battle 
of Waxford, it was his fate to cut down the 
brother of poor Mary. James Corish, how- 
ever, was'nt much hurt, and wid others, was 
oarried to the bam of Scullabogue. I had little 
power, excipt in my own rigiment, and I 
could'nt help the mischief; well sir, you know 
betther than me, what that cratur, Mary, 
wint through." 

" That I remember well," said Mr. Collins, 
•* poor old James fled with Mary to Ross, but 
the knowledge of her brother's danger came 
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like a bl^t to her yomng heart, and long and 
eager were her inquiries as to the fate of the 
Wexford Militia. With feelings of dreadful 
anguish, she learnt that Wexford had snrreii* 
dered to the rebels, and that the soldiers had 
been massacred. Again a report reached her, 
that her brother was a prisoner in the bam of 
Scullabogue, and that the bam was to be set 
on fire that night or the next." 

'' I don't like to hear tell of that bam, but 
I should like to hear from y'er honor how she 
made her way from Ross to Scullabogue ; you 
were in the town at the time, so ye have a 
good right to know all about it." 

'* True Andy, but what has this to do with 
your secret" 

'^ Och ! ^ore nor your honor guesses, any 
way. I remimber her at the bam, but the 
eratur niver tould me how she got there." 

'' Poor thing ! she wrapped her blue mantle 
around her, and with a blanched cheek, but a 
resolute eye, and firm step, she passed the 
Ross Gentries ; the shades of night were thick- 
ening, yet the intrepid girl pursued her noise- 
less way, towards the prison, or, perhaps, the 
grave of her brother. When about eight miles 
from Ross, she heard the trampling of horses; 
they drew nearer and nearer, and for the first 
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time, the necessity of avoiding tbe high road 
occurred to her. She concealed herself be- 
hind some furze, and as they passed, their 
suppressed voices and disordered dress in- 
" formed her to what party they belonged. She 
next trod her path across the country, over 
the matted common, and through the swampy 
moor, nor did her steps fail her, until within 
three or four miles of Scullabogue." 
" Poor colleen," said the miller. 
^< The grey mist of morning had succeded the 
night, and the thrush and blackbird were hail- 
ing the dawning day, as Mary sank down, ex- 
hausted on the green sward. * Merciful Hea- 
ven !' she exclaimed, ' I am near it, very near, 
yet I cannot reach it,' and she clasped her hands 
in silent, yet bitter agony. At this moment 
she saw a horse quietly grazing upon the com- 
mon, and with a desperate effort, she rushed to- 
wards the spot, unfastened her cloak, and girth- 
ed it round the animal, like a pillion ; sprung 
on its back, and having previously converted 
the ribbands of her hat into a bridle, at a fear- 
less and quick pace, she gained the main road, 
encountered the rebel outposts, past them by 
naming your name, and at length halted op- 
posite the bam door." 

" Well, I mind it now, sir, as if but yester- 
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day," iiitemipted Andy, << she looked like a ban- 
shee in the early light ; her black hair stream- 
ing over her shoulders, and her eyes darting 
fire, as she flung herself off the panting baste. 
The officer over the door was Thomas Jarratt/' 

** * And yon, Thomas,' said she, quite dis- 
tracted-like, * you here a commander? you know 
me well ! The fire blazed for ye, the roof shel- 
tered ye, the welcome smiled for ye in my fa- 
ther's house, since we were both childer. I 
have left my ould father, Thomas, and have 
come all alone, to ask these men, my brother's 
life, or to tell them I will die with him !' " 

" * You are mad, Mary,' he answered ; * nei- 
ther the Captain or I could save him if we 
would : you, Mary, I can save ; but as for 
James — there is too much Orange blood in the 
corps already.' That was the word he spoke. 
She fell on- her knees, clenched her hands, 
and in a deep smothering voice, sobbed out, 
* Let me see him thin, let me see James onct 
— only onct more ! ' " 

" The young man, without making answer, 
rushed into the bam, and, in a moment, return- 
ed, from crowds of famishing death-doomed 
craturs, with James Corish. James thought 
they had brought him forth to the death, and 
he tried to draw up his fainting, bleeding, sha- 
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dow-like body, to meet it as a man : but wben 
he saw his dear sister Mary^ he would have 
inink to the earth, had she not sprung to his 
side." 

" * Now, mark me boys,' " cried she, as half 
turning from her brother, she kept him up with 
one arm, * now mark me ! the man that forces 
him from me, shall first tear the limbs from 
my body. And if there be one amongst ye 
who denies a sister's claim to her dying bro- 
ther, let him bury his pike in my heart, or 
bum me wid him."' 

*' She flung him on the nearest horse, and 
mounting behind guided the animal's bridle. 
The last sound of the gallopping, and the last 
sight of her streaming black hair, was long gone 
hefore hand or foot was moved, they stood like 
stocks and stones, even in the time of destruc- 
tion, wondering at woman's love. * Fire the 
bam,' was the next sound I hard, and that from 
Thomas Jarratt's own mouth. I seized his arm, 

* what do you mane,' said I — * Fire the bam,' he 
repeated, stamping, '^ and hell's own fire flash- 
ing like lightning from his blood-red eyes," 

* isn't he half murdered by this hand?' he 
muttered to himself; ' and isn't she whole 
murdered, or worse ? for I know that in twinty- 
towr hours she'll be either mad, or dead.' 
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* United Irishmen/ he screamed out, waving 
his green flag, * the soldiers are in Ross. 
Shall we suffer so many heretics agin to bid 
defiance io ns» on our own land ? For your conn- 
thry, for your religion, and y'er God, follow !' 
And sticking his pike into a Bresneugh, * which 
some devils had lit, he rushed towards the door. 
I saw it was all over, so I shouted to the Ban- 
now boys to close round their Captain ; and, 
sure enough, out o' my two hundred and odd, 
there weren't five that didn't march home that 
day to their own cabins. Och ! but the crack- 
ling, and the shrieks, and the yells, as we hur- 
ried on." 

The old miller covered his face with his 
hands, and pressed his rough fingers against 
his eyeballs, as if to destroy such horrid re- 
collections. 

'^ Poor Mary, she gained B,oss in safety," 
said Mr.CoUins, <' and her father rejoiced much. 
James soon recovered ; but we all know the 
wretched Thomas was right. When she arose 
from that fearful brain fever, her reason was 
perfectly gone. You are all kind to her, 
very kind. She seems more happy wander- 
ing about your mill-stream, and gathering 
flower's for your children, than in her brother's 

• A Faggott 
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farm-house. Poor old Jarratt ! I remember 
well his funeral. His son was killed ; but 1 
believe his body was never found." 

" He was not killed, sir," replied the Miller, 
looking earnestly at Mr. Collins. '' Many a 
night after, he slept in this very room." 

** Here ! Andy! what! here? and you knew 

it r 

" Y'er honour may say that, when it was 
myself put him in it." 

" But, Andy, your own life was not safe 
from the king's men then ! How could you 
commit such a very imprudent action (to call 
it by no harsher term), as to harbour a pro- 
scribed man, when a rich price was set upon 
his body, dead or alive ? And such a wretch 
too ! I am perfectly astonished." 

** No need in life for that last, sir. As to 
my own head, it was but loosely on my shoul- 
ders, thin ; — sure enough. As to the prudence, 
it's not the character of the counthry. As to 
the price set upon his head, none o' my fore- 
bears, seed, or generation, were iver informers 
(my curse on the black word), or iver will be, 
plase the Almighty. And as to his being a 
wretch ! we are all bad enough, and to spare. 
But had he murdered my own brother, and 
after com'd ; ay, with the very blood upon his 
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hands, and thrown himself upon my niarcy ! — 
I'm a tnie-born Irishman, sir, who niver re- 
fused purtection whin wanted, to saint or sin- 
ner. — But the fair and beautiful boy, to see him, 
and he dressed like an ould woman pilgrim; 
his cheek hollow, his eye dead, so worn, and 
no life in him ; but bitther sorrow and heavy 
tears for sin. We kept him here unknownst, as 
good as five weeks, and thin shipt him off be- 
yant seas far enough." 

" But the money, Andy ? how did you get 

money to fit him out?" 

'' Is it the money ! his father's land was 
canted ;* and, to be sure, he couldn't touch a 
pinny, and he bann'd : but I'll tell ye, who 
gave some of it — ^young James Corish. I knew 
the good drop was in him ; and so I tould him 
all about it : and says he, * there have been 
many examples made of the misfortunate mis- 
guided people, Andy,' says he ' and if he 
did hew me down, why, 'twas in battle, and I'd 
a done the same to him : but the drink and 
the bad company made him mad : any way he 
took me out o' the bam, and more than all, 
sure they loved each other, and more than all 
to the back o' that, dos'nt the blessed word o' 
God tell us to love our enimies, and to do 

• Sold. 
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^ood to thim tiimt ill use us ? Sure it's the 
live rdigioB, Andy, to bring good among us ; 
ttid Calbolic or Protestant can't turn their 
toi^:ae to betther than the words o' the gospel 
o' pace ;' and without more, he gives me twinty 
hard guineas and a small Bible, and I gave 
him the Bible on the sly, on account o' the 
Priest, and one way or other we sint him 
clane out o' tiie land." 

** And did you never hear of the unfortunate 
young man since ?" inquired Mr. Collins. 

** Did I not? sure it was he sint me over 
the cordial ye tasted, and more than all, sure 
he's come over himself, laying in the strange 
brig, at the new Quay." 

** Good gracious !" said Mr. Collins, start- 
ing up, " he'll be hung as certainly as he lands." 

*' Och ! no danger in life o' that," replied 
Andy, quietly. 

'' You're mad, absolutely mad." 

*' I ax y'er honor's pardon, I'n|. not mad ; 
and sure it's nat'ral for him to wish to lave his 
bones in his own land." 

^* Leave his bones on a gibbet !" exclaimed 
Mr. Collins, truly agitated. 

** I wanted particular to spake to y'er honor 
about it, as he is to land to night, under the 
ould church, and Father Mike is to be there. 
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and Friftr Madden^ and not more than one or 
two others, excipt the poor boy that brought 
him over/' 

** As sure at he lands/' said Mr. Collins, 
'' he will be in the body of Wexford Jail in 
twelve hours." 

'' Well, that's comical too/' replied Andy, 
quietly, ** sind a dead body to Waxford Jail." 

Mr. Collins looked perplexed. 

*^ Y'er honor's not sinsible, I see ; sure it's 
the dead body o' what was Thomas Jarratt 
that's come over ; and by the same token a 
letther, the Priest has it, written (he had a 
dale o' schooling) jist before the breath left 
him ; and he prays us to lay his body in Ban- 
now Church, sis near the ould windy as con* 
vanient, without disturbing any one's rest, 
and on account, he does'nt wish a Wake, he 
begs us, if we want him to have pace, to put 
him in the ground at twelve o' the night, by 
the light of four torches. I can't see the use 
of the four, barring he took it from the little 
hymn — 

^* Mathew, Mark, Luke, aud John, 
God bless the bed that I lie on." 

But it's hard telling dead men's fancies; be 
that as it may, the letther's a fine letther; as 
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good as a sarmint ; and he sint a handsome 
complement to his Reyerence, bat nothing said 
about masses, and he sint forty guineas to 
James Corish, and remimbred Mary ; and more 
to myself than iver he got from me ; but says 
he, ' I can pay the living, but what do the 
dead ask of me V and the boy that com'd over 
wid him (an ouid comarade), that was forced 
to fly, for a bit of a scrape, nothing killin' bad, 
only a bit of a mistake where a boy was done 
for, withoat any malice, only all a mistake ; 
well he toold me, though all worldly mathen 
prospered, his soul troubled him night and 
day, but he used to read the Bible at times 
(sure if s the word o' God), and sob, and pray, 
and he wasted, while his goods prospered ; but 
Where's the good o' my delaying y'er honor 
nowy I only want to ax ye if there's any thing 
contrary to law, in landing and burying the 
poor ashes to night." 

** Nothing that I know of, certainly." 
** But is y'er honor sartin sure about it? be- 
case, if there was any earthly doubt, I'd not go 
aginst the law now, the least bit, for the price 
o' the Varsel world, and sure I'd go to the 
grave any time, night or day, to keep the cratur 

asy, only if if s aginst the law" 

" I assure you, Andy, it is not," replied 
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Mr. CoUiBS, ** and if you allow me, I should 
like to be there myself, it is wild and singu- 
lar, and Father Mike will not object, I dare 
say.- 
'' Och ! y'er honor's kind and good." 
It was agreed that they should meet at 
twelve that night Mr. Collins, of course, par- 
took of Mrs. Andy's hospitality, and exchang- 
ing kindly greetings with the honest Miller's 
family, turned his steps homeward. 

** The sea, the sea, the moon-lit sea ! 

How calm its slumbering tides ; 
A weather shore upon her lee, 

The bark in safety glides.*' 

It was nearly midnight, when Mr. Col- 
lins gained the cliffs that over-hung the lit- 
tle harbour of Bannow ; the moon was emerg- 
ing from some light fleecy clouds, that shaded, 
without obscuring, her brightness, and as she 
mounted higher in the heavens, her beams 
formed a silvery line on the calm waters, 
that were fleetly crossed by a little boat ; at 
the prow stood a tali slight figure enveloped 
in a cloak, and on the strand four or five 
men were grouped in earnest conversation. 
The path Mr. Collins had to descend was un- 
usually steep, and various portions of fallen 
cliff* made it difficult, if not dangerous. As 



lie passeii along, he thought the shadow of b 
hnman form crossed his way, bat the impro- 
bability of snch an event, and the flickering 
light, made him forget the circumstance, even 
before he joined the Priest and Andy on the 
beach ; no word was spoken, but hands were 
silently granped in hands, and they prepared 
to assist in the landing of the cofiin ; it was 
large, covered witli black cloth, and on the 
lid—" Thomas Jarratt, aged 32," was in- 
scribed ; the simple procession quickly formed. 
The Priest and Friar lighted each a torch ; tlie 
young man who brought the body over, still 
shrouded in his cloak, supported the head 
of the colVm. Andy and another man bore 
the feet, and the remaining torches, and Mr. 
Collins brought up the singular procession. 
As they slowly ascended, the torches cast a. 
wild red light over the mounds of cliET, fringed 
with sea moss and wild flowers, fragments 
of dark rock, and tangled furze, that ap- 
peared to deri\e no nourishment from the 
hardened soil. When they had nearly ar- 
rived at the highest point, Mr. Collins dis- 
tinctly saw the same passing shadow he had ' 
before imagined he had seen, fade as it were, 
behind a broken mass, composed of earth and 
rock; all the party perceived it also 
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Priest commanded a halt^ and mormared an 
Ave Mary. 

'^ What was it?" whispered one. 

'^Lord presarve us! it's Incky they're wid 
us ; no blight can come where the Priests do 
he," replied Andy. 

Without farther hinderance they crossed the 
grassy plain that extends between the mined 
church and the cliffs, and entered the long 
aisle, where no more — 

" The peeling anthem swells the notes of praise.** 

If there be a solitude like unto that of the 
sepulchre it is the solitude of ruins : in moun- 
tain loneliness you may image an unpeopled 
world, fresh from God's own hand, pure, 
bright, and beautiful, as the new-born sun : 
but a moss-grown ruin, speaks powerfully in 
its loneliness, of gone-by days, of bleached and 
marrowless bones. 

All was silent as the hollow grave which 
yawned at their feet. The innocent birds 
that nestled among the wall-flowers and ivy, 
frightened at the unusual light, screamed and 
fluttered in their leafy dwellings. The moon 
shone brightly through the large window, as 
the bearers rested the coflin on the loose earth. 

** He requested," said Father Mike, ad- 
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dressing Mr. Collins, ^' that his body should 
be placed in the ground without so much as a 
prayer, for the repose of his soul, that was 
heathenish, and yet his other words were those 
of a penitent and a Christian." 

The coffin was deposited in it's narrow home ; 
and Andy held the torch over the grave, to as- 
certain that all had been properly managed. 

The Priest, the Friar, and Mr. Collins, stood 
fixed in silent prayer, and the passing night 
breeze shook the withered leaves from the dark 
over-hanging ivy. Each individual was sur- 
rounded by the urns and tombs of his an- 
cestors ; nay, more, by those of relatives, who 
in the bud, or blossom of life, had passed 
away, and were no more seen ; and, it was 
not to be wondered at, that the silent power 
of death, and the everlasting doom of eternity, 
pressed heavily on the hearts of them all, at 
that midnight hour. At this very moment, a 
dark shadow obscured the cold moon beams 
that streamed from the window ; a piercing 
shriek echoed along the broken walls, and, 
even while their eyes were fixed on the fe- 
male, who stood with streaming hair, and ex- 
tended arms, on the large window-frame, — she 
sprung from the elevation with unerring bound 
into the open grave, and echo was again awak- 
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ened by the sound her feet made on the coffin 
lid. 

'^ Heaven and earth !" exclaimed Andy, as 
he held the torch over the grave, ** it's Mary 
Corish !" 

She seized the torch from the astonished 
miller, lowered it, so as to read the inscrip- 
tion, which she distinctly repeated, and fell 
without farther motion, on the coffin of him 
she had loved, even in madness. They raised 
her tenderly out of the grave, but the pulses 
of life were slackening, and the film of ap- 
proaching death was stealing over the wild 
brightness of her eyes. 

" She is passing,'' said Mr. Collins, chaffing 
her damp temples as he spoke, " poor mad 
l^ary!" 

" I am not mad," she murmered, and her 

itterance was very feeble, ** not mad now; I 

TSLS so, and ye all pitied me ; God bless ye ; 

know you — and you — and you — and I know 

im — that's ;" with a last effort she turned 

»wards the grave, looked into it, and expired. 
No one could ever discover how she was 
)prised of the intended funeral ; but as she 
IS always wandering about the sea shore, it 
is supposed she had over-heard some of the 
Qversation that had occurred on the subject. 
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Poor Mary I the innocent children that 
gather the ocean weed, and many ^tinted 
shells on the Strand of Bannow, when they 
see the white sea-hird seeking its lodging in 
the cliff, after the sun has set, and the grey 
mist is rising, as if to shield the repose of 
nature, say to each other that it is time to re- 
turn to their homes, for that Mad Mary's 
ghost will be flitting over the turret's of Ban- 
now Church. 
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** The glorious privflcge 
<' Qf being independent" 

BUBXS. 
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** Independence !" — it is the word, of all 
others, that Irish — men, women, and children, 
— ^least understand ; and the calmness, or ra- 
ther indifference, with which they snhmit to 
dependence, hitter and miserable as it is 
must be a source of deep regret to all who, 
** love the land," or who feel anxious to up- 
hold the dignity of human kind. Let us select 
a few cases from our Irish village — such as are 
abundant in every neighbourhood. 

Shane Thurlough, " as dacent a boy," and 
Shane's wife, as " clane skinned a girl," as 
any in the world. There is Shane, an active, 
handsome looking fellow, leaning over the 
half door of his cottage, kicking a hole in the 
wall with his brogue, and picking up all the large 

VOL. I. M 
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gravel within his reach, to pelt the ducks with 
— those useful Irish scavengers. Let us speak 
to him. 

" Good morrow, Shane !" 

" Och ! the hright hames of heaven on ye 
every day ! and kindly welcome, my lady — and 
won't ye step in and rest — it's powerful hot, 
and a heautiful summer, sure — the Lord he 
praised !" 

" Thank you, Shane. I thought you were 
going to cut the hay-field to-day — if a heavy 
shower comes, it will be spoil'd ; it has been fit 
for the scythe these two days." 

** SuFe« it's all owing to that thief o' the 
world, Tom Parrel, my lady. Didn't he pro- 
mise me the loan of his scythe ? and, by the 
same token, I was to pay him for it ; and de- 
pinding on that, I didn't buy one, which I 
have been threatening to do for the last two 
years." 

** But why don't you go to Carrick and pur- 
chase one ?" 

" To Carriok I — Och, 'tis a good step to Car- 
rick, and my toes are on the ground (saving 
your presence), for I depinded on Tim Jarvis 
to tell Andy Cappler, the brogue maker, to 
do my shoes ; and, bad luck to him the, spal- 
peen ! he forgot it." 
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«' Where's yoor pretty wife, Shane ?" 

<' She's in all the woe o' the world. Ma'am 
dear. And she puts the blane of it on me, 
though I'm not in the faut this time, any how : 
the child's taken the small pock, and she cfo- 
pinded on me to tell the doctor to cnt it for 
the cow pock, and I depinded on Kitty Cac* 
kle, the limmer, to tell the doctor^s own man, 
and thon^t she would not forget it, becase the 
boy's her bachelor — ^but out o' sight out o' mind 
— the never a word she tould him about it, and 
the babby has got it nataral, and the woman's 
in heart trouble (to say nothing o'myself ); — 
and it the first, and all." 

** I am very sorry, indeed for you hare got 
a much better wife than most men." 

'* Thafs a true word, my lady — only she's 
fidgetty like, sometimes ; and says I don't hit 
the nail on the head quick enough ; and she 
takes a dale more trouble than she need about 
many a thing." 

*' I do not think I ever saw Ellen's wheel 
without flax before, Shane ?" 

*' Bad cess to the wheel ! — I got it this 
morning about that too — I depinded on John 
Williams to bring the flax from O'Flaharty's 
this day week, and he forgot it ; and she says 
I .ought to have brought it myself, and I close 

M 2 
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brU Inis is nest Mk."^ 

"^ I SBffost^ SdnBCL ]M« md simhi ■»ve mto 
Hit nnr oitttwe^ M Ohn HiL I puscd it 



to-d»r, md it iM^cdi m ckMiM; a^ when 
^rt ikor, ws ibbsi tike Ellm^s adkiee. 



^ Ock, Ma JOK dear, dn\ 
it s Ikat Bakrs Be so 4awm in tke 
rciy siait. Suv I saw &at iMim Uackgvard, 
Jack Waddr, aad ke ncwat i ia knr, qaite 
iaanrff like — ^^ ^one, yomVe aa eye to 
'Sqaire^s mtw lod^,^ says he. "^ May be I 
hare/ says I. * I aai yVr saa,^ says he. 
' How so r says I. * Saie Vm as good as 
married to my lady's maid,' said he ; ' and I'll 
spake to the 'Squire for y€Hi, my own self.' ' Hie 
blessing be abont ye/ S9j& I, quite grateful, — 
and we took a stzong cup on the strength of it ; 
and depimdimg on him, I thought all safe, — and 
what d'ye think, my lady ? Why, himself 
stalks into the place— talked the 'Squire orer, 
to be sure — and without so much as by y'er 
lave, sates himself and his new wife on the 
laase in the house ; and I may go whistle/' 

** It was a great pity, Shane, that you did'nt 
go yourself to Mr. Clum." 

^' That's a true word for ye^ Ma'am dear; 
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but it's hard if a poor man can't have a frind to 

DEPINDOn." 

'' James Doyle, General Dealer," and a neat 
good-looking shop it was — double fronted, and 
its multifarious contents, doubtless, very amus- 
ing. Mr. Doyle was a sleek civil little man 
as any in the country, and much respected; 
he would have been rich also, were it not that 
he was unfortunately a widower, with five 
daughters. If you had seen his well-stored 
counters and shelves, and the extraordinary 
crowd that assembled in his shop, you would 
have felt certain that every thing was to be 
had within — ^pins, ribbands (scarlet, green, and 
blue), knives, scissors, tobacco-pipes, candies, 
mouse-traps, tea, soap, sugars, tape, thread, 
cotton, flax, wool, paper, pens, ink, snuff, 
and snuff-boxes, beads, salt herrings, cheese, 
butter, muslins (such beauties), callicoes (like 
cambric), linens (better than lawn), twine, 
ropes, slates, halters, stuffs, eggs, bridles, 
stockings, turf, delisk, pepper, mustard, vine- 
gar, knitting-needles, books, namely — *' The 
Reading made Easy," " Life of Freany, and 
his many wonderful escapes, showing how, 
after his being a most famous Robber, he lived 
and died a good Catholic Christian in the 
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braatilHl mad celelvaled town of Ross, in the 
ancient coontr of Wexford/' " Valentine and 
Orson,** ^^ SeTen Cliampi<His of Christendom," 
and sn<^ like — ^viuck books, by the way, tarn 
Ibe heads of half ovr little girls and boys. 
The Tillage shop wonld hare Tended its finery 
to greater adTantage if there had been no 
direct conunnnicaticMi with Wexiord; for it 
mast be confessed that ^tomut of the pretty 
lasses look it into their heads to be dissatisfied 
with the goods at the big shop, and absolutely 
sent for their Sunday elegancies to the oonnty 
town, but, ncTertheless, Janes Doyle wonld 
have made a fortone, if his fiTe daughters had 
been willing to assist him in his business. 
Had you seen them, they would not have 
appeared like the industrious children of an 
English tradesman, who iuTariably think it 
their duty to make every effort for the well- 
doing of their family, and exert themselves, 
either at home or abroad, to procure '* Inde- 
pendence." Could the slatternly appearance of 
the five Misses Doyle, or their tawdry finery, 
designate any beings in the world except the 
daughters of an ill-regulated Irish shopkeeper ? 
I say ill-regulated, because truly all are not as 
t)iey were. Th^ir mother died when they were 
very young, and their father umtdvisedly sent 
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them to one of tho8e hot beds of pride and 
mischief, ** a fifteen-pound" boarding-school 
in a garrison town, where they learnt to work 
tent-stitch and despise trade. When they 
returned, honest Doyle saw he could not 
expect any thing from them in the way of 
usefulness, and not possessing much of that 
uncommon quality, miscalled common sense, 
he was contented to support them in idleness, 
hoping that their pretty faces might catch the 
unwary. 

** And sure," said Miss Sally, the first- 
bom, to Miss Stacy, the second hope of the 
family, ** havent we had six months a piece 
at Miss Brick's own school ; ca'nt our father 
affoord us a clear hundred each, down in 
yellow guineas ; has'nt he got a thousand, may 
be more, at the very laste pinny, in Wexford 
bank ? and if he, with such a power o' money, 
demanes himself by keeping a paltry shop, 
instead of living like a jontleman upon his 
3roperty, and cutting a dash to get us dacent 
lusbands, not bog-trotters, there's no rason 
n life why we should attind to it. I hope we 
lave a better spirit, all of us, than to do the 
ikes of that, indeed ?" 

And so the five Misses Doyle chose the 
andsomest *' prints" in the shop for their 
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own especial use ; loitered the mornings en 
papUlote, lounging up the street, or down the 
Atrcet, or staring out of the window, their 
Ahoes slip-shod, and the torn out strings re- 
placed hy pins, that invariahly made one rent 
while they secured another — and in the 
•renings excited the stare of the silly, and 
the contempt of the wise, hy their over- 
dressed, hut ill-arranged persons, parading in 
trumpery finery and French curls ; then they 
were perpetually quarrelling, although their 
tulea on matrimonial points were very similar; 
and if a young farmer, or, more delightful 
*lilU a " boy" from Wexford or Waterford, 
put up at tlie village — Mercy bless us ! What 
a full C4ry ! Such a set — ^five to one ! 

Take a specimen of the quarrels of the five 
rt\al« in love. 

^* latUe good» Babby, there is in y'er trying 
to make any tiling dacent of that head of 
yo«rV« a» long as it's so bright a carrotty." 
** It'a no sich tiling as carotty, Stacy, and» 
for the matter of Uiat, look at y'er own nose. 
Sure no imo in life would think it worth their 
while to be afther a pug dog." '' It's good 
ftin to hear Uie pair o' ye argufying about 
beauty — ^beauty, indeed T' interrupted Miss 
Sally, tossing her head, and eyeing her really 
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very pretty person in the cracked looking-glass. 
'' Oh to he sure, you think yourself won- 
derful handsome," exclaimed two of the girls at 
once. ** I never could see any beauty in curds 
and whey/' continued she of the elevated nose. 
** Ye little go-hy-the-ground," keep out of 
my way, said the tallest sister Johanna to the 
shortest. Cicely, ** ye keep as much bother 
about y'er dress as if ye were a passable size." 
" Hould y'er tongue ye long gawky," retorted 
the little one, '' there's no use in your dressing 

at the stranger boy, he's not a grenadier !" 

Poor Doyle, Miss Sally ran off with a 
walking gentleman, who refused to marry her 
unless her portion was made three hundred 
pounds. '* Oh," said the father, '' the pride 
of my heart she was, but it is bad to depind 
upon beauty !" True, Doyle, or upon any 
thing— except well-regulated industry. If 
he would come into partnership he might be 
useful, but the gentleman disdained trade; 
the poor father mortgaged part of his pro- 
perty, paid the money, and Sally was mar- 
ried; but in less than a year was returned on 
his hands, with the addition of a helpless in- 
fant, the scorn of her unfeeling sisters. Stacy 
was the next to heap sorrow on the old man's 
head ; she, to use her own expression, *' met 
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Poor Mary ! the innocent children that 
gather the ocean weed, and many i^ tinted 
shells on the Strand of Bannow, when they 
see the white sea-hird seeking its lodging in 
the cliff, after the sun has set, and the grey 
mist is rising, as if to shield the repose of 
nature, say to each other that it is time to re- 
turn to their homes, for that Mad Mary's 
ghost will he flitting over the turret's of Ban- 
now Church. 
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ho, my jewel — 'twould do y'er heart good to 
hear his tally ho !" said my Lord's huntsman. 
'^ He's a generous jontleman as any in the 
kingdom — I'll say that for him, any day in the 
year," echoed the coachman. ^* He's admired 
more nor any jintleman as walks Steven's 
Green in a month o' Sundays, I'll go bail," 
continued Miss Jenny Roe, the ladies' maid. 

'^ Choose a profession !" Oh ! no ! impos* 
sible. An Irish gentleman choose a profes* 
sion ! But the Honorable Mr. Augustus 
Headerton chose a wife, and threw all his 
relations, including Lord Headerton, the Ho- 
nourable Justice Cleaveland, Admiral Barry- 
more, K. C. B., and his cousins to the fiftieth 
remove, into strong convulsions, or little fits. 
She, the lady, had sixty thousand pounds; 
that, of course, they could not object to. She 
had eloped with the Honourable Mister Au- 
gustus Headerton; — ^mere youthful indiscre- 
tion. She was little and ugly; — that only 
concerned her husband. She was proud and 
extravagant ; — those (they said) were lady-like 
failings. She was ignorant and stupid ; — ^her 
sisters-in-law would have pardoned that. She 
was vulgar ; — that was awkward. Her father 
was a carcass butcher in Cole's Lane market 1 
—death and destruction 1 
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master's lesftons, given to the Misses Head- 
erton (they were blessed with seven sweet 
pledges of affection), have not been paid for? 
I desired the steward to see to it, and you 
know I depend on him to settle these matters/' 

The Honoorable Mrs. Augustus Headerton 
rang the bell — *' Send Martin up." 

** Mister Martin," the lady began, '^ what is 
the reason that Mr. Langi's account has not 
been paid ?" 

" My master. Ma'am knows that I have been 
anxious for him to look over the accounts ; the 
goings-out are so very great, and the comings- 
in, as far as I know." — The honourable Mister 
Augustus Headerton spilt some of the whis- 
ky-punch he was drinking, over a splendid 
hearth-rug, which drew the lady's attenticm 
from what would have been an unpleasant 
eektircistement. 

*' I cannot understand why difficulties should 
arise. I am certain I brought a fortune large 
enough for all extravagance," was the lady's 
constant remark when expenditure was men- 
tioned. Years pass over the heads of the 
young — and they grow old ; and over the 
heads of fools — but they never grow wise. 

The Honourable Mister and Mistress Au- 
gustus Headerton were examples of this truth ; 
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Miss Georgians — the beauty, anil ^eiitrxt 
fool of the family, who depended on her face as 
B fortune, did get a. husband, — an old rich 
West India planter, and eloped, six months 
after marriage, with an officer of dragoons. 

Miss C'elestina was really clever and accom- 
plished. " Use her ahilitiea for her own sup- 
port !" Ob ! no 1 not for worlds — Too proud to 
work, but not too proud to beg, she depended 
on her relations, and played toady to all who 
would. 

Misa Louisa— not clever ; hnt in all other 
respects, ditto — ditto. 

Misa Charlotte was always very romantic j 
refused a respectable banker with indignation, 
and married her uncle's footman— for love. 

Having sketched the female part of the 
family first (u compliment by the way they do 
not always receive from their own sex), — I 
will tell you what I remember of the gen- 
tlemen. 

" The Emperor," as Mr. Augustus was call- 
ed, from his stately manner aud dignified 
deportment, aided by as much self-esteem as 
could well be contained in a human body, de- 
pended, without any " compunctuous visitings 
of conscience," on the venison, claret, and 
champagne of his friends, aud thought all the 
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than Mick Leahy — ^they were his wife's knit- 
ting ; no whiter shirts were on the town-land 
than Mick Leahy's — ^and they were of his 
wife's spinning. No finer children knelt to 
receive the Priest's blessing on a summer Son- 
day than Mick Leahy's ; and proud were father 
and mother of them. Norah had the good for- 
tune to be brought up by the Priest's mother ; 
and as she was a rich farmer, and one who 
prided herself on being ** above the common," 
every thing in her house and on her farm were 
cleverly managed. She had been left a widow, 
with two sons, and devoted her life to increase 
their property. Poor woman! The eldest 
died soon after the youngest had taken Priest's 
orders, and so the hope of seeing her children's 
children in possession of what she had laboured 
ibr, had gone from her for ever. She had, 
however, one consolation : Father Connor was 
beloved by Protestaut and Catholic, and a- 
▼oided all party discussions; — ^party people, 
indeed, said he was '< luke-warm" — '' a nobo- 
dy"— "wanted energy," — and so forth; and 
one of his rich parishioners, a rough blundering 
SdIIow called him "the Protestant Priest." 
Father Connor little heeded their sneers, or 
4reir reproaches; but, mounted on his pale 
gr»y hone, who knew where to go, and where 
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Poor Mary 1 the innoGent children that 
gather the ocean weed, and many ^tintod 
abelU on the Strand of Bannow, when they 
aee the white sea-bird seeking its lodging in 
the cliff, after the snn has set, and the grey 
mist ia rising, aa if to shield the repose of 
nature, say to each other that it is time to re- 
tam to their homes, for that Mad Hary's 
ghost will be flitting over the turret's of Ban- 
now Chorch. 
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gather the ocean weed, and many i^ tinted 
shells on the Strand of Bannow, when they 
see the white sea-hird seeking its lodging in 
the cliif, after the sun has set, and the grey 
mist is rising, as if to shield the repose of 
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Mkk witiMlrew 
kb ksMl 6mi die btcfc. 

*' Ye win Bot 9D f^tm r smcI Ok ulbrte- 

iiate creatne; *' wmA hcemat hes a snaer, je 

dunk he diovld be left to die like a dog id a 

ditdi; and jom^ Nony, jpo* akrimk finoM me; 

aod what power liave I to ham 3re — lookf* 

she threw back her cloak, a worn jacket and 

petticoat hanify shroiided so perfectly skeleton 

a form, diat poor Nmry looked on her with 

pity and astonishment '' Look ! and say if 

I have power to harm ? I hare hardly strength 

enough to hold kis dying head oiT the oonld 

earth." 

'' 111 go, in God's name," said Mick, 
** though ifs little he desanres a good tnm 
from any one, even on his death-bed." 
Norah was horrified at her husband's visiting 
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one who had brought sorrow to so many dwell- 
ings; but he was gone, and she was left in 
her cottage solitade, to brood over what she 
had just heard and seen. '' Black Dennis" had 
been an United Irishman, and one of the most 
violent order : the projector of more burnings, 
murders, and robberies, than any chief of 
them all ; and when at last he found that he 
could no longer carry on the system of rebel- 
lion and plunder, into which he had drawn so 
many unfortunate victims, he turned king's 
evidence ; many were the men, either trans- 
ported or executed, on his evidence, all 
less guilty than himself. No wonder, then, 
that '' Black Dennis" was regarded with pe- 
culiar sentiments of abhorrence, and that 
wherever he went he was a banned man ! His 
wife had shared his plunder, and exulted in 
his deeds, when he was a bold rapparee; but 
when he became a cold-blooded informer, she 
spumed both him and his wealth, and left him 
to his wanderings. He went abroad, but his 
ill-got gold wasted and wasted ; and he re- 
turned to his native country, '* to leave his 
bones," as he said, ** among his own people." 
His wife had been no less miserable than 
himself; and when her wretched husband 
made his appearance at her poor door, she 



Celt relieved at Iteiioliiiiig the only being wliu 
could truly appreciate ber varied snlt'eringH : 
his money was gone — be was dying a lingering 
death; and her still woman's heart yearned 
towards its early affection. They could not 
remain in the village where she and her boy 
resided ; because, there " Black Dennis" 
would Roon have been recognized: so she sold 
the few articles of furniture and clothing she 
possessed, and went away with her fansbandt 
that he might die in peace on " the far moor." 
Her anxiety to procure for him the rites rf 
the church in his last momenta, overcame her 
repugnance to discovery ; and a sort of holy 
fear prevented her going to the Priest herself: 
the many kindnesses ihe Leahys had shown 
her child, induced her to confide in them; 
and silently, but thankfully, she accompanied 
Mick to Mr, Connor's house. 

The good Priest went with his guides to the 
hut where the Informer lay. It was, in truth, 
a meet dwelling fer such a man : " the far 
moor" showed an extensive waste of snow, 
with but one tree to break its white surface ; 
and the hovel rested against its immense trunk, 
which having escaped the axe and the tem- 
pest, stripped even of its bark by time, like 
the enormous skeletons of old, threw far and 
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wide ill knotted and distended limbs, in 
mockery of ^e idiirlwind and the stonn. 

The sand of life was nearly ran ; Black 
Dennis was extended on some straw, scarcely 
covered by portions of tattered clothing, and 
his head rested on the knees of his boy : he 
moved it quickly as they entered, and prest a 
little wooden cross to his lips; the Priest 
ponred a cordial down his throat, and for a 
few moments he revived. 

'' That man need not go," said he, seeing 
Mick about to take his departure, in order 
that the sinful man might confess, '' I have 
notiiing to tell but what all the world knows ; 
nothing to say, except that my heart is — hell I 
Tell me, Priest," and he raised his head from 
the child's lap, '' is there hope for me, the 
murderer, the burner, the rebel, the in- 
former?" Madly his glaring eyes watched 
the reply. 

** There is hope for all," replied Father 
Connor ; " hope even for you, through God's 
mercy." 

The head fell back, the eye fixed, the lip ut^ 
tered *' hope," and Black Dennis was no more. 

The unfortunate widow shed no tears ; but 
knelt and gazed on him who had known so 
much sin, and endured so much sorrow : the 
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child clung around it's mother's neck and wept 
bitterly. Leahy endeavoured to rouse her 
from her stupor, but in vain. " I cannot lave 
her in thia way, and the poor boy, he's inno- 
cent any bow ; and that's not " Black Dennis" 
now, but only a lump o' clay ! Y'er Reve- 
rence, what am I to do?" 

The Priest stooped down, and endeavoured 
to disengage the child from the parent ; this 
aroused her, " My boy ! my boy !" and the 
tears flowed from eyes to which they had 
long been strangers. " Ye'U put him in holy 
ground, Father?" said she, looking at thePriest. 
"Ye'll not deny even an Informer, Christian 
burial ? I know ye dare not bury him by day- 
light ; but by night what would hinder ?" 

" Yes," replied Mr, Connor, " to-morrow 
night, I will see that it is properly perform- 
ed ; and now I can only commend you to the 
mercy of God." 

The grey morning dawned on Leahy and his 
good Norah, tracing their path to the hut on 
the far moor- " It would be a sin," said the 
latter, " to bear spite and hatred to a sinseleas 
corpse ; and bad as the woman was, she left 
him when he turned informer." During the 
day the Priest procured a rude coffin, and the 
assistance of one of his own people, to perform 
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the last rites of the wretched man ; and by the 
light of the waning moon, that shed her cold 
rays over the snow-clad country, in a corner of 
the old church-yard — far from any other grave 
— the body of the Informer was deposited. 

But no inducement could prevail on the un- 
fortunate woman to quit the grave : she sat 
on it, wrapt in her long blue cloak, and suf- 
fered her boy to be led away by the Priest to 
Us own dwelling — for the amiable man could 
not bear to leave a child of six years old ex- 
|KNied on so inclement a night. 

When the morning came, the woman was not 
seen ; the boy went crying from the grave to 
the hut, but could no where find his mother. 
He grew up in Mr. Connor's house, a solitary 
bat not a friendless being ; he was a melan** 
Aoljf gentle youth; and his intellects ap- 
peared; to have suffered from the recollection 
of early misery : he was nevertheless, tractable 
and obedient, and devotedly attached to his 
benefaelw. 

It was long unknown what became of the wi- 
dow. Some said she was dead, others that she 
was employed in unceasing pilgrimage and pe- 
nance. Although the death of Black Dennis 
was almost forgotten, no one cared to rebuild 
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the hut on the far moor ; and even the village 
children, when seeking heath>hells and butter- 
cnps, avoided the shadow of the ** Informer's 
tree." 

The youth, who was always called ** Father 
Connor's Ned," often visited the cheerful 
Norah and her hnsband, and seemed particu- 
larly fond of every inhabitant of their happy 
cottage. Mick Leahy used to lament that 
the boy was an '* innocent," but Norry would 
reply " so best, Mick, for ye see by being 
innocent he escapes being wicked, and it wu 
natural to suppose he'd be one or t'other, 
•eetng he came from a bad stoc^." 

Mick and his wife and fJBunily, had been 
laaghing over the embers of the fire one 
evening, telling tales and singing old ballads ; 
poor Ned, who formed one of the party, was 
oven more silent than usual, when he sud- 
denly started np, and pointing to the window, 
esclaimed, '' Did you see that? 

" There it has passed now," he continued 
wildly, ** Norry, if ever there was a banshee, 
that is one ; and it is not the first time, nor the 
second either, that I've seen it, wid its large grey 
eyes fixed on me, so death-like ; but I don't 
think' I iver see it more than onct in the same 
year." 
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*' A shadow certainly passed the windy, I'll 
take my bible oath," said Mick ; " but I'm too 
ould to be frightened ;" and with that, Leahy 
went out, and to his astonishment, no person 
was visible. '' Ood save as all," said he, re- 
entering his cabin, *' it's very quare." 

Soon after the simple boy went home ; but 
the first news the Leahys heard next morning, 
was, that on the hard door-stone of the Priest's 
house, an aged corpse was found — the worn 
corpse of Anne Dennis ! 

The wretched wanderer had evidently been 
an occasional visiter to the neighbourhood; 
anxious, no doubt, to look upon her child, 
yet careful to avoid discovery; and feeling, 
most probably, that her last hour was come, 
she had that night laid her down at, the door 
of the house that had sheltered the only 
being she loved, and expired. They buried 
her quietly near her husband's bones. The 
long grass, and the broad-leaved dock, wave 
over them in the chill blast of evening ; and 
sometimes poor Ned is seen to stand and look 
with tearful eyes upon his parent's grave. 
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" O ! good old man : how well in thee q>petn 
The conetttot leAiciBf ol^the'siiti4de Vorld, 
When service sweat for duty not for meed \ — 
Thou art not for the fashion of these times.** 
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As long as I can remember, Frank was called 
— <'01d Frank." He was a litUe orabbed 
looking man, bent nearly doable ; had a 
healthy colouring on his cheek, and a few, 
very few, gprey hairs, floating over his bald and 
shrivelled forehead, with a halt in his walk ; 
tad was always either singing or coughing; 
somewhat " cranky" in hia temper, and in his 
capacity of coachman (which situation he had 
filled for a period of forty *two years in our 
family), exercised desipoiie Sway over horses, 
!k>gs, and grooms ; he was singularly faithful, 
uid strongly attached to his master and mis- 
ress, his horses, and myself; indeed, as to 
he two last, it was a mailer of doubt which he 
oved best ; and, however snappish he might 
i«ve been to others, he was to me, in my 
hildish days, one of my kindest and firmest 



friends ; no matter how I tormented him — no 
matter what pranks I played (and tUey were 
not a few), Misa Maria was always right, and 
every hody else was wrong. Having lived ao 
long in the family, he was hardly looked upon 
as a servant, and neither master nor mistress 
disputed his dictum ; indeed, 1 don't know 
why they should, for wherever his authority 
extended, matters were well managed. The 
ooats of his carriage horses shone like French 
sattin, and the carriage, an old lumbering 
thing of the last century, could not have ex- 
isted at all under the care of any other coach- 
man. Frank, the carriage, and horses, had 
grown old together ; they were all of a piece, 
and cut a remarkable appearance, whenever 
they walked (for that was their most rapid 
pace) out in the bright sun-shiny summer. 
But it was not alone in this, his principal si- 
tuation, that Frank was entitled to, and treated 
with respect. All the perfect, and all the em- 
bryo sportsmen of the neighbourhood came to 
consulthim on every matter connected with dogs 
and horses ; he was famed all over the county 
for educating pointers on the most approved 
principles, and was permitted to have three 
four constantly in training for the neighbour- 
ing gentry, who always remunerafcd him hand- 
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somely for his trouble. He had been an ex* 
cellent sportsman in his youth, and took much 
pride in boasting that, except his head, all the 
bones in his body had been broken ; and in- 
deed, even his head exhibited a sufficient 
quantity of bumps to puzsle a phrenologist; 
the old man still loved sporting, and it was 
owing to this circumstance that Frank and I 
were such great friends. An only child has 
generally much of its own way, and a country 
child has very different enjoyments from one 
of the town. Allan Cunningham says — and 
who but him could say it so sweetly — 

" Child of the country ! on the lawn, 
I see thee like the bounding fawn ; 
Blithe as the laid which tries its wing, 
The first time on the winds of spring ; 
Bright as the sun, when firom the doud, 
He comes as cock's are crowing loud ; 
Now running, shouting, *mid sun beams. 
Now groping trouts in ludd streams ; 
Now spinning like a miU-wheel round, 
Now hunting echo's empty sound ; 
Now climbing up some old tall tree, 
For climbing sake, *tis sweet to thee, 
To sit where birds can'sit alone, 
Or'share with thee thy venturous throne." 

I certainly was perfectly a country child, and 
to escape from study, and] stroll with Frank, 



Frank's ilogs, and Kr.ink's daughter, " my 
kind and gentle nurse." was one of tLa 
greatest of my simple eojoyments. I can 
hardly tell why, hot Bannow in my remem- 
brance, always seems like fairy land — its Reich ' 
so green — ^ila trees so l>eaatifal — its inhabitant* 
so diiFerenl from any I have ever elsewliere met) 
The aged man uHed to make it a constant 
practice to take out a steady old pointer, with 
a young, untaught, i-oving, but well grown 
puppy ; and I believe Joss (the old one), ■ 
as mnch interested in the business of educating 
the young dog, as Frank himself. Be that a» 
it may, we used all to wander among the green 
lanes and fields, and, when T was tired, nurse 
would seat me on an old grey stone, or nistio 
style, and Frank would lean on his gun, and 
tell me some of the fairy tales or legends, with 
which his memory was so well stored ; for he 
had a most confirmed belief in banshees, clu- 
ricawns, fairies and mermaids ; and if Mary, 
who was very superior to the general order of 
servants, ever presumed to doubt one of 
her father's stories, he reproved her in no 
gentle terms — and no wonder, he had a mark 
in his hand which was actually given by an 
arrow, shot at him by a fairy ijueen, one even- 
ing, when he was returning home after a ijuiet 
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carooie at Mr. Talbot's. He could never be 
prerailed upon to root up large muahrooma 
(fairy tables), or to pull bolroshes ((my 
horses), least he might offend the good people* 

His most fayonrite walk was across some 
young plantations, admirable covers for game^ 
to a small hill, thickly wooded at either side* 
where there was a singularly fine oak, one of 
whose branches jutted suddenly from the trunk, 
and formed a rustic seat, which I used to call 
my throne. The prospect was very beautifol ;. 
the long white chimneys of my old home, 
sprang, as it were, from amid the trees, that 
from this particular point of view, appeared to 
fringe the ocean's brink, while the many co« 
loured foliage of the lofty poplar, dark cedar, 
feathery birch, or magnificent elm, gave rich- 
ness and variety to the landscape. 

Many a summer evening have I sat upon 
'' my throne," my nurse's arm around me, to 
prevent the possibility of falling, and listened 
with delight to Frank's fairies, about whom, 
the good old man, so dearly loved to talk, only 
interrupting his narrative now and then by a 
necessary word of caution to his dogs. When- 
ever I urged him to tell me a story, he used 
to shake his head and say, *' Och Miss, h<mey, 
yell ihaybe think of ould Frank and his fairies. 



wlicu ye'll be far t'roiii your native land, and 
my poor smashed bones at rest. But my bless- 
ing bn about ye; never deny your country." 
Poor old Frank ! 1 remember him now when 
I am avay from that land of many troubles and 
of many blesHin^s; that land which has been 
emphatically termed " alanii of raw materials!" 
My favourite story was " The Stout and 
Strong of Heart:" and I believe it was Frank's 
favourite also ; for many a time and oft has he 
repeated it to me, and always have I listened 
witli attention, pleasing the old man, while I 
was myself delighted. I will give it to my 
readers, although I fear it will lose much from 
the absence of my old friend, who with so much 
earnestness and native humour, related it. 

" There was plenty of mirth and of every 
thing else, in the little cabin of Jerry Mahony, 
for his daughter Ellen had just become a bride, 
and the merry party were beguiling the time 
while the dinner was in preparation. The 
blind Piper was sitting on the hearth stone, 
making beautiful music, and now and again 
taking a sup of potheen, to the long life of the 
wedded pair. Jerry himself was listening to 
all the compliments and good wishes of tlie 
neighbours; bis wife Morah, busily placing 
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all her own, and the borrowed delf upon the 
table ; and bustling her maid Peggy with a 
continual * Make haste, hurru ! 'tis only once 
in a long life;' while the bride and bridegrooniy 
James and Ellen Deasy sat in a comer talking 
over their future arrangements, and planning 
ways and means to make themelves happy and 
comfortable ; and to be sure the mother of the 
girl got every thing in order. And £llen was 
lovely and beautifal enough for a queen, let 
alone a poor man's wife. But although she 
was made much of, by rich and poor, no one 
thought more of her than Kit Murtough, the 
blind Piper ; and good right had he so to do ; 
for she had the pity for him, the poor sightless 
creature — and it was he who made the beauti* 
fill music that night ; so beautiful was it that 
the Priest himself could stand it no longer, but 
capered like a China-man. Well, the next 
morning Biddy Mahony (Ellen's mother) 
went to the foot of the ladder that led to her 

daughter's room, 

" * Ellen honey,' says she, *come down, I have 
some nice tay for ye both.' She waited, and 
there was no answer; so she went up a few 
steps, ' James agra! won't you waken for 
me?' Still no answer: well, she went into 
the room, and stopt and said, ' why then 
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won't either of you spake to your own mother, 
that gave birth to one and a wife to the other : 
Jemmy, Nelly dear ! get up and look at the 
morning that's so smiling and happy.' Still 
not a word : so she went and pulled the whisp 
of straw out of the window and let in the light 
She then looked on the bed, patted her child 
on the cheek and felt that she was a cold corpse. 
Her bitter shrieks soon woke the husband; 
and the neighbours came running in in crowds. 
And black grief was in that cabin where, the 
night before, there had been so much joy. Many 
suspected that James Deasy had a hand in 
his wife's death, and there were some who 
told him so. But sobs from the very depth 
of his heart were James' only answers. 
The evening came, and the young bride was 
laid out for the wake. All was got in readi- 
ness for the * herring,' which, according to 
custom, was to be on the third day. Now no- 
body took the death of poor Ellen more to 
heart than did Kit the Piper, who wandered 
about the neighbourhood of her dwelling 
playing only dismal tunes; until the night 
before the funeral when he was sitting be- 
tween lights, under the corn-rick that stopd 
in the sheltered corner of Jerry MahoneyV 
field, while his mournful music made thf 
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place move melancholy. Suddenly he felt a 
rapid gash of wind pass by him, and then all 
was still, he paused for a while, and again 
struck up the same tune, the tune that poor 
Ellen so dearly loved ; then the wind came 
stronger by him, and again he paused ; once 
more he began the air, and the wind beat 
furiously against him. He now crossed him- 
self, and called on the blessed Virgin, when 
he heard the voice of the dead bride speak to 
him, and say, ' Kit Murtough, go to my hus- 
band, and tell him not to weep for me, for I 
am a living woman, but the fairies carried me 
away. Bid him come here at nightfall and 
bring a pail of new milk from the cow, but tell 
him be careful not to spill a drop of it, or he'll 
loose me for ever, but to he stout and 
STRONG OF HEART, and when he hears the 
blast rush past him, let him throw it upon me, 
so that it may drench me all over, but if he 
misses me he'll never see me more.' A joyful 
man was Kit that minute, and off he posted 
and told it word for word to the husband, 
who to be sure put but little faith in it, yet 
the love to the wife made him try. So, to 
make all sure, he milked the cow himself, 
without spilling a drop, and off he went to 
the com-rick, very much troubled in his mind, 
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witli llie liopc uf rccoverinj^ his brkle, the 
iloubis as to the Piper's story, and the fear 
that he should ' miss drenching her, and then 
loae her fur ever,' But James was a hold 
man, and feared nothirig else. So he wailed 
patiently until the first blast uf wind passed 
him. He took up the pail, but his heart mis- 
gave him, and he laid it down again. Once 
more the blast came and more strongly, hut 
still James Deasy was only half a man. The 
third time it came furioasly upon him; but 
James wan ready, and he threw every drop 
upon the blast, when all at once he saw Ms 
wife before him as plainly as when she stood 
heside the Priest; and he clasped his arms 
about her, wbiio a loud whirling tempest 
came all around them. But she was sate from 
all harm, and they returned smiling to her fa> 
ther's cottage. 

" No one but a mother can tell Biddy Mg- 
hony's joy to see her child come hack to her 
again. And the evening of that day snw hap- 
piness returned to Jerry's cottage, where the 
Piper had his old seat, in the chimney comer, 
sung many a merry song, and drank a double 
portion of whisky to the heallli of the bride- 
groom and the bride. 

" But James Deasj when he came in, went 
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straight to the coffin, and in the place of the 
corpse, he saw a great log of wood, with the 
shroad apon it. This he quickly put upon the 
fire, when they heard a loud screech, and the 
log went up the chimney with a noise like a 
thnnder-storm, ihst almost shook the roof off 
the old cabin. The neighbours came running 
in to know what was the matter; and there they 
saw James Deasy and Ellen his wife, sitting 
in the comer, as if nothing had happened ; 
she looking as beautiful, and he as happy, as 
when Father Peter blessed them both, a few 
days before. 

** Some months had now passed away, and 
Ellen was about to become a mother, when 
she called her husband to her bed-side, and 
said, \James, dear, happy have we been, and 
happy will we still be if you do my bidding ; 
which is, when my little baby is born, put 
three crosses on its forehead, and three on 
mine, and dont leave me for a minute, how- 
ever they may try to wile you away, for the 
fisdries will be after the both of us.' Well, 
James never left her bed-side, but watched 
her night and day, for fear the fairies should 
be waiting to take off both the wife and the 
child ; which, when it came, was a glorious boy. 

But all at once James heard a scream ont- 
VOL. I. p 
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side the door, and a small voice calling " Ellen 
Mahony ;" he looked round and saw tlie latch- 
raised and the door opening gently, then ran 
towards it, and puahed it too violently, when 
all in a miante he heard a lowl langb, as if 
Irom many persons, and when he looked oD 
his wife's bed, he saw that both mother and 
child were dead. James remembered the 
crosses, and remembered that his wife had 
warned him to let nothing tempt him from ber 
bed-side. But 'twas too late, they were both 
gone, and James Deasy was indeed a wretched 
man. 

" They kept poor Ellen and her little one 
for a long time above the ground, and then thejr 
bnried them both, in the cburch-yard. Bat 
James conld not rid himself of the idea that 
the bodies were, not those of his wife and 
child, BO be would not let the Priest say mass 
or any thing over them; which brought much 
shame and scandal upon bim. But lie had his 
own reasons for it. 

" Now, it happened one morning, that James 
Deasy was hoeing his little garden, and think- 
ing, as he did every day, of his poor £11^ 
that he had lost nearly a twelvemonth, when 
his hoe struck against a sod as green as evor 
was spring leaf, although his spade bad beee 
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into it many a time, ^d it had been long co* 
vered with black clay. All of a sudden he 
heard music under it, beautiful and sweet mu- 
sicy such> as he had nerer heard before. He 
remembered his poor wife's warning, to * be 
stout and strong of heart/ so he raised up the 
sod, and looked down. There he saw, at a 
depth that seemed many miles nndto ground, 
a number of little people dancing most merrily ; 
they were all dressed in green leaves, and had 
fine forms and faces ; for, to his great wonder, 
he could distinguish them plainly, although 
they were so far off. He thought that one of 
the little people resembled his dead wife, and 
he knew it must be her, when he heard her 
say * to the com rick at midnight,' while the 
rest of the fairies repeated her words, ' to the 
com riok at midnight;' and then the music 
ceased, and the ground appeared the same as 
it' had always been; for James could not 
discover the green sod he had just raisedi 
The more he thought upon the words < to the 
com rick at midnight,' the more he was con- 
vinced they had some meaning, and that they 
were addressed to him. So he waited impa- 
tiently till the night came, and went off to the 
appointed plaoe. He had not been sitting 
there long, before a blast of wind came by 
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him, and he heRri) a voice 
these words :— 

• I lie in the meadow bo green, 

On a spot wbere the ruslieB are growing. 
Where the footstep of ninn hath not beeu, 
Kor the place where 1 dwell lies between 
Two streams that have never reused flowing, 

" The voice ceased, bul James Deasy knew its 
sound well, and knew that no other but hia 
wife could address him in such sweet accents^ 
In a few minutes another blast of wind rushed 
by him, and the same voice continued. — 

' To-morrow a bride will pas^ near ' 

The green island, where they have placed me, i 

Meet her and her tmn without fair ; 

The last is the one you love dear, 
I am free, when my love has embraced me.' 

" James Deasy was struck dnmb, but he kne* 
there must be something in this mysterioos 
warning ; while he sate musing on the words, h« 
heard the same voice in the distance say 
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I have told thee the when and the ho«'. 

But sign thee the cross on my brow. 

And keep me to part again — neter.' ^ 

Well, the morrow came, and, to be anrtfl 

.^mefi Deasy was on the road to the gre4M| 



OLD FRANK. 213 

island; a place well known over all Uie 
eoantry, as the pet of the fairies. There he 
waited patiently all the day, and the tan had 
scarcely taken away its light from the sar- 
rounding waters, when he heard the sound of 
the merry pipes, and saw a long train coming 
along the path. He stood quite quiet, as if he 
was minding nothing at all, but the road- 
stones he pretended to be breakiug, until the 
wh(4e of the crowd had passed him ; when up 
from the ground starts James, seizes the last 
woman of the groupe, tears off the cloak from 
the shoulders, sig^ three crosses on the brow, 
snatches the child, and does the same to it, 
when, lo and behold! his own wife, Ellen 
Deasy, on her knees before him, and his own 
beautifal little baby in her arms. The sign of 
the cross had driven all the fairies away, and 
safe and sound James and Ellen, and their 
little one, returned to their cottage, and never 
more was the life of either disturbed by the 
good people. 

** They are still living in Dumraghodooly, and 
James is ever and always ready to tell his story 
over a glass of whisky punch ; but no induce- 
ment has yet prevailed on Ellen to give any 
account of her adventure in fairy land." 

*' Oh, Miss, don*t laugh — it's as true as I'm 
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a sinner, and it's bad to disbelieve the fairies. 
Snre I was an unbeliever once myself, and 
this was my punishment — one of their arrows 
right through the flat o' my hand ; 1 shall 
carry the mark to my grave. Come, Misi, 
it's time to go home ; bad luck to the dog ; Joss, 
Where's Rover — Rover ! Oh, that young dog 
wants as much attindance as a Mnllenavat 
pig" 

" How is that, Frank?" 

" Why, Miss, the* Mullen a vat people are 
Munster, ye know, and quite inferior to tho 
Wexfordians, and depend ou the pig to pay 
the rint, and on that account pay him all tho 
respect possible, why not; and so they pick 
out the big prateea for the pig, and ate tho 
little ones themselves ; and they give the pig 
the clane straw, and sleep themselves in ths 
dirty ; and they give the pig the candle to go 
to bed wid, and go to bed thimselves in the 
dark," 

" And is that true, Frank?" 

" As gospil. Miss; upon my word it is. 
Here, Rover; — the only way to steady that 
dog will he to hang him. Rover — -Rover!"— 

" Frank delighted in telling stories of the 
rebellion, but he left it to others to recount 
what true and faithful service he had rendered 
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hin ■■'ii^r and niitreu in those periloiu tines ; 
■ad ihej were Dothiiig loeth to do him ample 
jnitjee. I hare often heard how he buried the 
best (dd wine in the asparagus beds, to sare it 
bam &Uing- into the hands of the rebels; and 
how he concealed his fcvourile horses in the 
hen and tnrkey houses ; and how, at the risk 
of Ua liiB» he canried a forged order to General 
JEUiehe» who commanded the rebel forces in the 
town of Wexford; which order purported to 
oomefrom anodier rebel chief, and demanded 
the inalant freedom of his master, whose life 
was thus presenred. 

It was in the summer of 1708, that my 
grandfather, who had been for a few days in 
Dublin, on business of importance, embarked 
with his constant attendant, Frank, on board a 
small Wexford trading vessel. Intelligence 
had reached them- of the disturbed state of the 
coontry, and as land traTclling was unsafe, 
the " boat" was engaged to convey them direct 
to the Bay of Bannow. 

As they passed Dalkey Isle, and coast- 
ed along the beautiful shores of Wioklow, 
glowing in the full richness of summer, the 
sea breeze tempering the fervid heat with 
its invigorating freshness, my grandfather 
thought he had never seen the country look 
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SO tranquil or so happy ; the lowing of cattle, 
the bleating of sheep, the cooing of the wood 
pigeon, even the subdued warbling of the fo* 
rest birds, were heard on board their light 
bark ; but when the day passed and the night 
darkened, unusual fires sparkled on the hills^ 
and, even along the shore, lights would blaze 
for a moment, and then suddenly disappear. 
The anxiety of both master and servant to ar- 
rive at home was intense, and they were much 
pleased to perceive through the grey mist of 
the succeeding morning, the spire of Wexford 
Church. As the next day advanced, Mr. Her- 
riott distinctly saw green flags, floating from 
the masts of the several vessels in the harbour. 
«« We must sport one too, sir," said Raw- 
son, the Captain of the brig ; " if we do not, 
they will board us ;*' he unfurled his flag im- 
mediately, after which, Frank went off deck 
into the cabin, and slyly took out his master's 
pistols from his portmanteau ; he then (as he 
«absequently stated), poured a little water into 
^ pans of a fowling piece, a blunderbuss, and 
ifj^ fire-arms, that he had perceived lying 
^««Air«Mne coiled rope and canvas-sacks ; she 
"Hm! JbiMOvered that Rawson was a united 
igJIWIiiffi H« then crept on deck, and placed 
'MMw*li iMirfcr his master's elbow, which his 
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bmd jwt ncchfld. My gnndfather kept his 
eye fteadily fixed on Rawion's movements; 
bat, to ny the trath, if he had been Ucking 
hr the bottom of the aea, he coald hardly have 
diMoverod it, being utterly ignorant of all naval 
taelieo. The entrance to the harbour of Wex- 
fnd if veiy narrow; nor waa it until the prow 
of &• veaael was paasing between the two em- 
btakaento, Mr. Herriott obaerved that Raw- 
any inatend of ateering for Canaore point, was 
■ddng direct for the town. He instantly 
ifnmg at the Captain, who was at the helm, 
ttd idling him by the throat, while Frank, 
>odung loath, presented a pistol to his head, 
■wore Tehemently, that if he did not tack 
thmt he would throw him over-board. Raw- 
ioi, iriio was a man of gpreat bodily strength, 
inw a pistol from his bosom ; it missed fire ; 
(lit at the moment, when my grandfather had 
overpowered him, he received a blow on the 
keid from Frank; he was almost stunned, 
staggered a few paces forward, and fell. At 
that instant, two or three musket balls whisied 
put, and Frank whispered—" I humbly ax 
y'er honor's pardon, but it was the only way 
I had left, to make y'er honor get out of the 
way of three blackguards in that boat, who 
took prime aim, and would have had ye down 
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US clasc as a. partridge ; the games up now, bat 
tbut taateof a blowwould'nl hurt a. pointer, Sir." 
In another instant they were boarded by 
the rebels, and Mr. Herriott was^aoon bound 
hand and foot. He woidd, moat likely, have 
been piked on the spot, had not the circum- 
stance occurred previous to the dreadful mas- 
sacre ou the bridge, and at that time they n^e 
ansious, if possible, to secure the sanction of 
some of the leading gentlemen of the county. 
They, therefore, secured him, to prevent the 
poaajbility of escape, and Ifrank was suffered 
to depart. The poor man arrived at Bannow 
when it was near midnight, and foand my 
muther and grandmother marking the minutes 
with their tears. The country all around them 
was in a state of open insurrection, and al- 
though they had hitherto been treated with 
respect, through the kind interference of the 
good Priest and Captain Andy; yet the un- 
certain fate of my grandfather, and the con- 
tinued stories of death and destruction they 
had heard, kept them in perpetual agitation. 
Frank's account was not likely to sooth their 
misery, and they asked each otlier what was to 
be done, without receiving consolation from 
any plan that was suggested. Captain Andy 
was with his rebel regiment at the 
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of Forth. TLe Prieal liad gone, it was sup- 
posed, to Rose. What was to be done? — 
" Frank, can you not devise any mode 'I" — 
Frank coaghed, — " Can nothing be done 1" — 
Frank replied to this question, by asking ano- 
ther. — " Can ye tell me, madam, if they hiiTe 
taken Grey Beas for the devil's aarvice yet?" 
" She was in the stable this morning, along 
with two or three of the old horses — the young 
ones are all gone."—" Hem t I'm glad of that, 
I'll jist step out — 1 wonder they passed her ; 
she's as fine a steady, strong slag of a mare as 
there's in the whole county." 

Tlie ladies thought Frank's attention to his 
quadrupeds ill-timed, but he went his way, 
and first concealing the carriage horses in 
the fowl-houses, mounted Grey Bess, whose 
strong well-made limbs merited the encomium 
he had passed on her, and, withont impart- 
ing hia intention even to his fellow- servants, 
set off at a brisk trot to the mountain of Forth. 
Arrived at the encampment, he soon found 
out his friend Andy, and in a few moments 
they were in close conversation at a little dis- 
tance from the mass of people who were either 
sleeping, drinking, or singing in scattered 
groups over the mountain, canopied by the 
clear moon-lit sky. " We must get him 
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eS^ Frask, tv«Mni BmIw is in command— 
T«t I 40^*11 k^OTF haml Can yon write?^'— 
- Is it Me,"^ ic|ilied Fnnk ; << not I— <»n youf 
** X*; an order fiva General Keongh woaU 
do it, Imt ke's ibr Baking a bonfire in the 
iofvn to bun everr mother's child of a heretic 
ont of tiw waT.^ ** Hie baste," exclaimed 
Frank, ** wonM tteie be any nn in jut 
signing his nanw to a little taste ci an order 
to General RodiHe, to let him go free on par- 
ticnlar bnsiness, to be retained whin called 
for; if we had him safe in Bannow 'twould be 
asy enough to hide him away in an oold cave 
or castle, or cask, or ship him off like a sack 
of pratees to Wales. Where there's a will 
there's away, but he^s clane gone if he re- 
mains in Wexford." 

'' Is Father Mike here ?" Andy bent his 
thumb back to intimate that he was in the 
camp. ** I thought so — God be wid onld 
times! he'll nirer forget my mistress's attin- 
Uon to him, and she an Englishwoman, let 
alone my master's. If ye see a man an' his 
bit of a wife go past in the morning on Grey 
Bess, bathershin, God be wid ye," and Frank 
went off to seek the Priest. He was easily 
found, and soon understood what Frank wanted. 
'' Afy simple order would be of no use, Frank, 



for tlicy think me futtUeaa enough, liecauae I 
cannot spill blood — blood of tlie innocent as 
well as the guilty. General Keough's would 
do it i" the kind-hearted man paused. " Every 
imprisoned Protestant will, I know, sofier 
before to-morrow night." 
" My poor master. Sir, and roistress — I'll tell 
ye what, if y'er Reverence will jist give me 
the scrapeen of an order, who'll know ye iver 
wrote it? and sure it's I that 'ud write it in Lhe 
crack of a whip, if I knew how. Oh, Sir, 
think of all the good they did the poor Catho- 
lics in the hard winter." 

Tather Mike hesitated no longer, drew from 
his pocket a little inkhorn, and wrote the order 
on Prank's head, the moon shining brightly on 
them at the time. 

Away went Frank and Grey Bess into 
Wexford, and the day had dawned by the 
time he arrived at the Court-house. He uobe- 
sitalingly presented his order, and my grand- 
father was much delighted to 6ud himself at 
liberty. 

" I wonder General Keough wrote," said thu 
man who let him out, " for bell be in Wexford 
himself in an hour." 

This intelligence alarmed Frank much, and 
he hurried his master to a dwelling, the fidelity 
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of whose inmates lie could depend ou ; ii 
beloDged to his uncle Kit's third daughter^ 
who was married to Mickey Hayes, the grocery 
and at that time Commissary- General to tbe 
rebel forces quartered in Wexford. Then 
Frank equipped his master in a good friesi 
suit, a long coat, straw hat, mounted a Imncli 
of laurel at one aide and a green feather at 
the other, and presented him a sturdy pike-t 
he then arrayed his little person in his unots 
Kit's daughter's red petticoat and hoode4 
oloak. . I 

" And now," said he, " y'er honour wi9 
remember that y'er name's Pat Kennesey, 
and that ye'r going to the blessed Priest's 
house, and that I'm y'er wife— that '11 ride os 
Grey Bess behind ye." 

They arrived safely at Bannow, and my 
grandfather often said that three times within 
forty-eight hours Frank saved his life — wh^ 
he damped the powder — knocked him dowib— 
and became his wife. 

Honest Frank's services did not go mt- 
rewarded ; he was suffered to indulge all his 
little peculiarities, without let or hinderauce, 
and to be as cross as he pleased without the 
possibility of a reprimand. Although 
pie provision waa made for his latter days h« 
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led most bitterly our coming over to Eug- 
land ; and faia afl'ection was so strong, that he 
wonld bave left Us children to follow us, had 
he not been (to uae his own espression) " past 
travelling at eighty-five." 

6ood old man ! I well remember him at 
the coach which was to convey me to " the 
great metropolis of naliona." He stood fore- 
most of a troop of weeping domestics ; hia hat 
held reverentially in his withered hand, while 
the sleet of a Jannary morning mingled with 
his grey hair; tears rolled abundantly down 
his wrinlcled cheeks; we were seated, yet still 
he held the coach door open — " Ood bless 
jou all — shut the door Frank," said my dear 
grandfather, almost as much affected as his 
faithful servant. Frank still held it, cast a 
farewell look on us, and then turning to a man 
who was close to him exclaimed, " you shut 
it James, I can't close the door that shuts me 

out for ever from " the horses went on, 

and I saw my kind story-teller no more. 

I bave said that Frank loved his horses, 
he also loved the old family carriage. And 
when we left tbe country my grandfather 
presented it to him, thinking of couree he 
would dispose of it. No such thing. Frank 
went to live with his daughter; my old 
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Burae, at the village of Donoormck. Aid 
there he erected a spacious shed, vBder ooicr 
of which he deposited his Cayourile dianoi; 
the poor old man's delight was to wheel it in 
and out ; until within a few days of his dealk, 
he attended to it with the most acrapalovs 
exactness, and inyariably got into a panos 
whenever the propriety of selling it wai 
hinted at 

** Who knows," he would say, ** but diey 
may come home of a suddent, and idiit a 
comfbK it would be to them to find the oidd 
carriage and ould Frank ready for sairice.'' 
Poor old Frank ! 
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lie this evening, 141 
^ood us sot, and nu 
»v him out t" 
\e think my ould eyes 
>urs can't; but Anty, 
-iy about the Postman ; 
iiui, or a piece o' tape, 
• •r —a love letther, Anty. 
Du't blush after that fa- 
ryes are, I can see y'er 
<|uite scarlet." 
:it. Grey Lambert,'' replied 
>h\ man, who was literally 
inp of his stafl'," under the 
lis of a singularly fine and 
ancient days, ** I'll jist tell 
♦Miough afore I'll come to see 
I" "lire good natur, in y'er un- 
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THE BANN'OVl POSTMAN. U 

He WM a singular, but a very fioe i(»oking 
person ; wore neither hat nor cap, never cut 
either hia beard or hair, which were purely, 
perfectly white, and flowed over his shoulders, 
and down his breast, even below a leather 
girdle that encircled his coarse frieze dress; 
hifl feat were bare; his forehead high and bald ; 
hia dreta was clean, and betokened singularity, 
hut not poverty ; and he had been a traveller 
in hia youth — a sailor — a soldier — some said a 
pirate, but that I firmly assert ne\er could 
have been the case, for Lambert was the 
gentlest of old men; children and animals 
(who seem to have an instinctive dread of had 
people) all loved him, and on Sunday even- 
jAga the little village urchins and tlieir little 
Gor-doga, visited him in his castle, or sat at 
hia feet on the green sward, while he recounted 
tales and adventures of otlier lands. Amy 
was a merry Itfughing blue-eyed lass, some- 
what short, and without one good feature in 
iier face ; yet the gipsey was esteemed pretty. 
It was really very provoking — she was any 
thing hut pretty, and yet it was absolutely im- 
possible to look on her face and think so ; she 
had such coaxing smiles, and that heartfelt 
charm — a sweet low voice — '* an excellent 
thing in woman;'* and so many ** ab doV and 
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^* ah- dont's,'* and a trick of blushing — and 
blushes, stealing over a pure white skin, are, it 
must be confessed, very agreeable things in- 
deed ; then there was a cheerfulness, a joyous- 
ness about her, perfectly irresistible ; at wake 
or pattern, she had all the best boys at her 
command, and how she laughed at them ! but 
I may affirm — ^now that I am not looking at 
her — the little hussy was any thing but pretty. 
Bang was certainly a venerable relic of canine 
antiquity, tall and grey, haughty and stately, 
of royiil Danish descent, and- his courtesies had 
an air of kingly condescension, when he no- 
ticed even the bettermbst dogs of the parish; 
there was so much aristocratic bearing about 
the dignified brute, that they, one and all, 
shrunk from his approach. But he was 
faithful to his master — night and day by his 
side ; and always paid particular attention to 
Anastasia Mc'Queen,who,strslnge to tell, was a 
very frequent visiter at the dilapidated castle ; 
nay, was almost daily seen trudging towards it ; 
h^r short scarlet cloak, meeting the broad hem 
of her blue stuff petticoat, while the hood only 
half covered a profusion of deep but brown 
hair (and here I feel it a duty to my country 
peasant girls to say, that they generally have 
long, and most luxuriant tresses, and woman* 
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like, aire not a little proud of tlieni) ; wliilr 
from her well turned, but red arm, hung a 
basket containing such presents as a Bannow 
maiden could present; dried fish, or fresh 
cockles, delicate butter, barley or oaten cates, 
thin and cnrling, and new laid eggs. 8he 
certainly paid very great attention to the old 
man, and he was much attached to his lively 
visiter. *' May be it's long since ye hard from 
young Pat Lambert?" she inquired, after ca- 
ressing Bang. 

. .** True, love dear ; it seems long to one like 
me — a poor ould, very ouid man ; may be he's 
forgotten his grandfather." 

''No, that he's never done, I'm sartin sure ; 
he's as thme-hearted a boy as iver crossed the 
sea ; that I know, and I take it very unkind o' 
ye to say he'd forget ye." 

"Well, Anty, whin I write agin I'll tell him 
that there are some don't forget him." 

** Oh," said Anty, blushing in good earnest, 
*' ye need not say that; sure every body re- 
mimbers their neighbour. How beautiful the 
sea looks as if there niver was an end to it" 

'< How beautiful the sea looks," repeated 
Grey Lambert, smiling and shaking his head 
at the same time. ** Well, Anty, I see ye'r 
an admirer o' the beauties o' natur ; but the 
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sea is ever beautiful to my thinking ; whin the 
grate waves foam and lash the shore, and whin 
they toss big ships, such as you niver saw, up 
and down, without any trouble in life ; that is 
beautiful ; and whin it sleeps under the setting 
sun bames, as it does now, it is beautiful. 
How well ye see the entrance into Watherford 
harbour. I love this ould castle for the pros- 
pect as much as any thing else; but it's a grand 
place, and I niver could think to live any 
where else now. The thickness of the walls 
might be one of the world's wonders ; then the 
gometry stair case, and the curious writing on 
the hard stones that nobody iver understood 
yet ; and the grate oak beams. Och ! ye 
jewil of a castle, ye are my darlint ! to think 
how bravely ye stood aginst ould Oliver, the 
deep villian ! Och ! many a brave heart ; 
many a bright eye ; many a smile dancing like 
the sun-bames on the sea, has been in ye, 
whin ye stood with y'er high walls and turrets 
in the morning light, but now ye'r ould, and 
even y'er stones look withered, and the cow 
and the wild goat shelter where princes stood ; 
and the owl screams wbere the harp sounded ; 
and I, a poor worm of the earth, live to see 
it, whin their noble bones make part of the 
sod 1 stand on." Lambert's apostrdphe to his 
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beloved cwtle wm lost on Aniy. tor she eugerly 
ezclaiaied* ** There he » I there he in ! Now 
I'll run end meet him, anfi see if he has ^rot u 
letther for you." And away she flew, swift as 
an arrow, to meet John Williams, Postman, 
andyitmay be tmly said, carrier, to the united 
pariahea of Bannow, Kilkaven, and Duncor- 
muck, for the last thirty years, bvcn in the si* 
isolated spots people cannot do without urws ; 
it is almost necessary to existence : and twice 
each week John Williams jonmeys to the 
nearest post-town, and conveys ** the leading 
joomal of £urope ;'* the Fashionable Post, 
the Wexford and Waterford Herald, and 
others, to the news-loving inhabitants. Ho- 
nest John was a heedless good-tempered fel- 
low ; but a very jewel of a postman . H e had been 
originally engaged only as a circulating me- 
dium for letters from Wexford to Bannow ; 
but he was either bribed, or coaxed, or both, into 
executing commissions for every body that had 
commissions to get executed. John Williams' 
list was regularly made out ; and ribbands, 
tea, candles, sugar, books, paper, music, gowns, 
and even caps, garnished John's Rozinante; 
for when his orders were many, John was 
obliged to take his steed ; not that he ever ven- 
tured to ride the poor lame beast, whom he could 
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out-tire at any time ; but he walked in a com- 
panionable manner with it, in and out of Wex- 
ford ; and in truth their caparisons were most 
extraordinary. When Anty met him, his loose 
drab coat was hardly secured by a solitary but- 
ton, and his leather bags dangled over his 
shoulder ; his '' cawbeen" on one side, his 
scratch wig on. the other, of his grey shaggy 
head, and his '< doodeen" serving a double 
purpose — keeping his nose warm, and exhi^ 
lirating his spirits ; the poor horse, more 
fatigued than its wiry conductor, eyeing the 
green, straggling hedge rows, and the close 
turf, and loitering to catch a mouthful as he 
passed. At either side his neck hung two 
blue band-boxes, filled, doubtless, with multi- 
farious finery ; while a coil of thick cable, like 
a huge Boa, passed over his head, and held 
suspended ten or twelve flats of cork, bespoke 
by the Captain of the coal vessel that was 
lying at Bannow quay. Three new kites, 
four skipping ropes, ten tops, two bags of 
marbles, a dozen slates (for Master Ben), a 
.pair of pole screens (for the lady at the big 
house), and some blankets ; all, of course, so 
carelessly papered, that they had more than 
half escaped from their confinement. '' Good 
even', and God save ye. Mister John," quoth 
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the broathleM lau. The Postman wan neviM* 
^ven to mneh speaking* and nodded. '* May 
be ye wonld'nt have a bit of a letther for Orey 
'Lambert?" John stopped* and so did the 
hone ; and John took from his ba^ a long 
narrow, dirty-looking letter — presented it — 
Teplaeed his bag, and jonrneyeil on. Anty 
stopped, and looked after him ; ** John, 
John, I want to spake to ye." John again 
stopped. " I wanted to ask ye, if so be, tbat 
ye foand ; I mean met, a — a — I thought; may 
he ye might have — ah, John ! ye know what — 
for poor Anty?" John took the pipe from his 
month, and simply said ; 
. ** May be ye'd tell a body who likes plain 
spakeing, what ye'r after ?" 

"Well, thin, John, have ye a letther for 
mer 

" Yes ; why didn't ye ask nie that a while 
ago, and not give me the thronble of taking ofl* 
my hag twice ?" 

•* Why didn't you give it me, and I to the 
fore ? Sure ye knew ye had it." 
• " Why look ye, Anty Mc'Queen, I have 
been thirty years a Postman, and I have al- 
ways done what the back of the letther tould 
me ; and look, the direction on that is — ' Anty 
.Mc'Queen, Hill Side, Bannow, County of 
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Wexford, Ireland — Post Paid — to the care 
of John Williams, Bannow Postman ;. to he 
kept 'till called for.' And sure it was no hu- 
siness o' mine to give it ye 'till ye called for 
it, or what I consider the «ame thing, asked 
for it?" 

Anty took the letter, and placing it in her 
bosom, turned towards the old castle, to give 
to Grey Lambert his epistle. John pursued 
his path, until he arrived at the village Public ; 
there, what a crowd awaited his coming. '^ John, 
what's the news?" — "John, the paper." — 
" John — oh John, don't mind 'em, but give 
me my cap ; I hope it is'nt in that band- 
box that's had the dance in the mud. 
There; och! John, honey — don't * squeege' 
it so, sure no cap can stand a ' squeeging.' " 
" John, is my bonnet come ? Och ! meal 
a murder! what made Miss Lerady put an 
orange ribban in my beautiful English straw ?" 
— "John, I hope ye did'nt forget the tabaccy ?" 
— ** John, agra — the two ounces o' green tay for 
my granny." — "John my twinty-four marbles." 
— " John, och John ! sure it's not come to 
that wid ye, that ye'd forget the green silk 
handkerchief." — " John," said a fine looking 
fellow, pushing through the circle, " John, did 
ye get the thing I tould ye of;" John winked ; 



and from \m waistcoat pocket, drew forlli u 
very little parcel, wrapped up in white paper. 
The young man took it, smiled, and soon after 
there was a bustle at tlic far window, for the 
parcel contained a plain gold ring, whicli the 
saocy youth was endeavouring to try on the 
finger of pretty Letty, the gentle daughter of 
mine host of the " Public." — " John, any let- 
thers'for me?" inquired the hustling man of 
the hig shop—-" One, Darby, very like a bill." 
— "Humph!" said Darby. — "Did ye bring 
the doctor's atnii' for father?" asked Mirny 
Corish. — " Och ! murder in Irish ! sure ye'r 
not afther forgetting the five yards of red 
stuff," exclaimed no less a person than Mrs. 
Collins herself, ■' and I wanting to quilt it for 
a petticoat, to keep my ould bones from freez- 
ing." " John," said a lillage lounger, who ex- 
pected nothing, and yet wanted to say some- 
thing, "John, why dy'e wear y'er wig oter 
y'er hair?" "Why," replied John, dryly, 
" sure ye would'nt have me wear my hair over 
my wig." — " John, I take shame, that I did'nt 
offer ye this afore," and the landlord presented 
a large glass of whisky to the Postman, who 
drank it off, remarking afterwards — " thme 
parliament to be sure," which raised a gene- 
ral laugh. — " C'ome John, ye'r enough to set 

r TOL. II. B 
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a body mad," said fiissy Tom Tenniaon, who 
was ever in a fius about something or other, 
*^ Master Ben has been here more nor an hoar, 
waiting to rade us the news, and there ye 

stand, taking the things out as asy as ; 

^^t ye give us the Paper V " No — I say, 
no— not 'till it's yer turn. Mister Fussy; take 
the patthem o' y'er manners frwn Mister Ben ; 
see how quiet he stands, as the song says — 
'tall and straight as a popilar tree;' and two 
ef his bran new slates cracked, by that devil 
qS a horse. Arrah, don't be bothering me, 
all o' ye ; ye forget, so ye do, that I have five 
or six places to go to yet ; if ye taze me af- 
ther this fashion, hang me but ye must get 
another Postman ; the moment ye see me, ye'r 
like a pack o' Curnel Piggott's hounds in fall 
cry, afther a hare; can't ye lam patience ; sure 
every body knows it's a vartue." 

John's next resting-place was the Par- 
sonage ; such a lovely spot, just what a par- 
sonage ought to be ; only look, is it not per- 
fectly delicious ; that softly swelling meadow, 
over which the evening mist is stealing, paled 
off from the mossy lawn that fays and fairies 
might delight to revel on; the lowly yet ele- 
gant thatched cottage, the green-house, the 
lower borders, did you ever see such splendid 
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flowers — there — such balsams ! such pionys^ 
such a myrtle, such roses ! Roses red, 
white, pure white, the maiden's blush, the 
damask, and the many-coloured lancaster, not 
rivaling each other, but uniting to charm 
sight and smell, by their combined beauty and 
fragrance. Ah ! there is Marianne amongst 
the lilies, fit model for a sculptor, lorely in 
body and mind. And the eldest, Henrietta, 
noble and dignified, though very different from 
Marianne ; conscious of her magnificent beauty, 
yet condescending and benevolent to the 
poorest peasant. Then Ellen the yotkngest; 
not the handsomest, perhaps the best, certainly 
the most useful, a perfect goody-two-shoeSy 
with more wisdom at fifteen than most women 
at fifty. The Postman is to them all, a most 
welcome visitor. *' Oh John is it you, oh ! do 
give me papa's and mama's letters." " Oh ! dont 
Marianne," said the young Ellen, '* take them 
all yourself, do let me have the newspapers^ 
at least, to give papa." ** John," inquired 
Hetta, '' the netting-silk, and the silver bod«> 
kin, I hope you have chosen a nice one, and 
the two skipping-ropes, for my sisters, thank 
ye," " All right I hope miss," " Thank you, all 
quite right, will you come up and take some- 
thing, John?" ** No,mis8, 1 humbly thank ye all 

b2 
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the same." " Oh John, tell me, have you got a 
letter for poor Mrs. Clavery," ** Yes, miss." 
** Ah, now I am happy, poor woman, she will 
he so delighted." 

^' There," thought John to himself as he 
passed on, ** there, that is what I call the true 
breed of the gentry. Such a bom beauty as 
that to think of a poor sorrow struck woman. 
Ah the thick blood, without any puddle, for 
eyer, that's the sort that warms the heart." 

Mrs. Clavery's story will be best told in her 
own words, as she herself told it to the family 
at the Parsonage, a few months before John 
brought her the letter that made Miss Ellen 
so happy. 

One tranquil evening in autumn, a pale, 
delicate young woman rested her hand on the 
gate that opened to the green sloping lawn 
that fronted the Parsonage-house, uncertain 
whether or not she dared raise the latch; as 
she gazed wistfully on the groupe of children 
who were playing on the green. Although in 
the veriest garb of misery, she had nothing of 
the common beggar in her appearance ; and 
the two little ones, who clung to her tattered 
cloak, were better covered than their mother. 
She carried on her back a young sickly-looking 
infant, and its weak cries arrested tbe attention 
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of the good pastor's youngest daughter, who 
hade her enter, in that kindly tone which 
speaks of hope and comfort to the breaking 
heart. How much is in a kindly voice ! When 
the woman had partaken of food and rest, a^hd 
remained a few days at the Parsonage, she 
thus told her tale. 

** May God reward ye — for ye have fed the 
hungry, and ye have clothed the naked, and 
ye have spoken of hope to her that thought of 
it no more ; and ye have looked like heaven's 
own angels to one who had forgot the sight 
o' smiles. May God's fresh blessing be about 
ye — may ye never want ! — but a poor woman's 
prayer is nothing ; only I am confident the 
Almighty will grant ye a long life, and a 
happy death, for your kindness to one who was 
lone and desolate, in a could world. It little 
matters where one like me was bom, only I 
came of dacent, honest people, and it could 
not be said, that any one belonging to me or 
mine, ever wronged man or mortal ; the boys 
were brave and just — the girls well looking 
and virtuous : seven of us under one roof, but 
there was full and plinty of every thing — more 
especially love, that sweetens all. Well, I 
married ; and I may say, a more sober, in- 
dustrious boy, never broke the world's bread. 
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nor my Thomaa— in^ Tliomaa! I ask your 
pardon, ladies; but my heart swells when I 
think that may be he's gone to the God who 
gave him to me, Bret for a blessing, then for a 
heart tbrial." 

The poor woman wept, and the father of the 
family she was addressing, adopting the figu- 
rative language which the Irish so well nn- 
derstand, observed " The gardener prunes 
the vine even to bleeding, and suffers the bram- 
ble to grow its own way." 

" That's true, thank ye, Sir, for that sweet 
word of comfort," she replied, smiling faintly; 
" it's happy to think of God's care; the only 
care that's over the poor, though it aeeras un- 
grateful to say that to those who are so extra- 
ordinary kind to me. Well, we had a clane 
cabin — a milk white cow— a trifle of ponltry — 
two or three pigs — ^indeed every comfort in 
life, according to our station, and thankful we 
were for it. Why not ! Time passed as happy 
as heart could wish, and one babe came, and 
another, but the eldest now was the third then, 
for it plased God to take the two first in a 
feaver ; and bad, sure enough, was the tronble, 
for my husband took it, and there he lay, off 
and on, for as good as four months ; and then 
the rint got behind hand, and we were farced 
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to sell the cow : one would think the baste 
had knowledge, for when she was going off to 
the fair (and by the same token it was my 
brother-in-law's sister's son that dmr her), 
she turned back and mowed ; ay, as natural 
as a child that was quitting the mother* 
Well ; we never could rise the price of a cow 
agin, and that was a sore loss to us, for God 
sent two young ones the next time, and be- 
twixt the both I could never get a minit to 
do the bit o' spinning or knitting that the 
landlord's wife expected as a yearly compli- 
ment. She was not a born lady, and they're 
the worst to the poor. Musheroom gentry ! that 
spring up and buy land, hand over head, from 
the raale sort, that are left, in the long run, 
without cross or coin to bless themselves with ; 
all owing to their generosity. Well ; to make 
up for that, I was forced to give some of my 
best hens, as duty fowl, to the lady, on account 
that she praised their handsome toppings. 
That wasn't all ; — the pigs got the measles, 
and we might have sould them to advantage ; 
but my husband says, says he, * Mary, we 
have had disease and death in our own house, 
and don't let us be the manes of selling un- 
wholesome mate, upon no account ; becase it 
brings ill health, and we to answer for it. 



when Dothin' will be to tbe fore, but the honest 
deeds ; and the rognish ones, straight aginst 
ea.ch other, and no one to judge them hut the 
Almighty— the one who knows the rights of 
all; '--that was true for him. Well; we 
might have got up again, for my poor Thomas 
worked like any negre to the full ; but just 
after we had sowed our little field of wheiit 
(it was almost at the corner of the landlord's 
park, and we depended on it for the next gale 
day), nothing could aarve the landlord but he 
must take it out of our hand», without any no- 
tice, to plant trees upon. I went to my lady, 
and to soften her like, took what was left ol 
my poor fowl — -the cock and all — as a present; 
site accepted them very genteelly, to be sure 
and promised we should have another lieid, 
and compensation money, WelV 
but no sign of it; at last my husband made 
bould to go to tlie landlord himself, and tould 
him all that had passed between the lady and 
me. ' Don't bother me, man,' was the answer 
lie made ; ' compensation indeed ! what com- 
pensation am I to ha\ e for being out of my 
rent so long the time ye were sick, and ye 
without a lase ? And I am certain my wile 
never promised any thing of the sort to the 
woman.' ' I ask y'er paidoii, Sir,' replteti. 
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Thomas, civil of course — ^for Thomas was al- 
ways civil to rich or poor ; ' but she did, for 
my Mary tould me.' ' She tould ye a lie, 
then,' said the landlord, and my husband fired 
up. ' Sir,' said he, 'if ye were my equal you 
dar'n't say the likes o' that of my Mary, for 
though she's not of gentle blood, she's no liar !' 
Then the landlord called my husband an impu* 
dent blackguard, and Thomas made answer, that 
he, being a gentleman, might call him what he 
pleased ; but that none should say that of his wife 
that she did not desarve ; however, the upshot of 
the thing was, that we got warning to quit all 
of a sudden ; but there was no help for it, as 
the neighbours said, — true for them — that 
Thomas was by no manes so strong a man 
as before the feaver; and the steward found 
out some stranger who offered money down 
on the nail for the land, for we had it in 
prime order. Every one cried shame on the 
landlord, but sure there's no justice for the 
poor ! 'twas a sorrowful parting, for some-how 
a body gets fond of the bits of trees even that 
grow under their own eye ; and. I was near my 
laying-in, and the troubles came at once, and 
all we could get to shelter us was a damp hole 
of a place. My husband got plinty of work, 
and though it wasn't in natur not to lament by 
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gone ooBfinrts, yet sure the love was, to the 
good, fim; — aye, firmer than ever, and no 
hligfat was on oar name, nor isn't to this day ; 
tkadk God for it, for nobody breathing can 
lay, Thomas, or Mary Clarery, ye owe me the 
value of a ' thraaeen/ Oh ! that's a fine thing 
to say ! Well, the change of air, and the fret- 
tfaig, and cMie thing or other, made me very 
weakly, and we lost the fellow twin to this one ; it 
was happy for the darlint — but, oh ! it was heart 
scalding to see it peeking and peeking, wasting 
and wasting, and to want the drop of wine, or 
Ike morsel of mate, that might keep it to be a 
blessing to its parent's grey hairs. It was then, 
j«8t after my child's death, that, to driTe the 
•onow from his heart, Thomas took a little to 
tke drop, and yet he wasn't like other men, 
tiiat grow cross and fractions ; he was always 
gentle to me and the young ones, but in the 
«mI it mined ns, as it does all who haye any 
aall to it — for he was as fine a young man, 
IhMigh I say it, as ye could see in a day's 
walk — standing six feet two in his stocking 
ips, and admired for his beauty ; and he 
it to the next town to sell my little spin- 
sung, that I had done to keep the dacent stitch 
tm the ehilder; and, as was fated I suppose, 
wiM> siiould be there, but the devil, in the 
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shape of a recruiting sargent — and when the 
drink's in, the wit's out, and he listed — listed 
— And the parting — oh! but I thought the 
life would lave me — sure I followed him to 
the place of embarkment, and there they druT 
me from him; and I stood on the sea shore, 
and saw him on the deek of that black ship, 
his arms crossed over his breast like one me- 
lancholy mad ; and it was long before I be« 
liered he was really gone — gone — gone ; and 
that there was no roice to cheer me —for these 
did nothing but cry for food. It was wicked, 
but I wished to die, for my heart felt breaking 
— the little left me was soon gone — I was 
among strangers — I could not bear to go to 
my own people or place, because I was more 
like a shame, and my spirit was too high to he 
looked down on. I hare trarelled frcnn parish 
to parish, doing a bit of work of any kind 
when I could get it, and trusting to good 
Christians to give something to the desolate 
children when all else failed." 

'* You have never heard from your hwh 
band ?" 

*' Oh ! Sir, he sends his Letthers to Wather* 
ford to the care of one I know ; but I cannot 
often hear, the distance is so great." 

** Did he not forward you money ?" 
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" 'I'iiFPe ponniiB ; bnt we owed thirty shit - 
lings of it, Imtwixt reint for the last hole we 
liverf in. und two or three other matters. I was 
overjoyed to be able to send the money, for 
■he debts laid heavy on my heart; and to be 
sure the rhildren wanted many a little thing, 
and the remainder soon went." 

I'he good pastor and his family were 
deeply interested in Mary tilavery's simple 
tale ; aod on farther inquiry its tmth was fully 
established. It was also found that her 
husband was in a regiment then at Jamaica, 
commanded by the clergyman's brother, a gal- 
lant and distinguished officer. The story cir- 
culated very quickly in a neighbourhood where 
every little circumstance is an event; and, to 
the credit of the united good feeling of my 
favourite Bannow, he it known, that on the 
very same Sabbath morning, in the Protestant 
church and Catholic chapel, a collection 
made for the benefit of the distressed family, 
—another week saw Mary and her children 
in quiet possession of a small two-roomed 
cabin ; the parish Minister and pariah Priest 
conversing at the door, as to the best 
of procuring the industrious woman continued 
employment; and Hetta, Marianne, and El- 
len (the clergyman's ilaughters), busily 
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gaged in arranging new noggins and plates, 
and ail manner of cottage fomiture to their 
own sweet taste ; then farmer Corish gave 
Mrs. Clavery a sack of potatoes — Master Ben 
engaged to <' teach " the children for nothing 
— Mrs. Cassidy sent, as her offering, a fine fat 
little pig — Mrs. Corish presented a motherly, 
well-educated goose, capable of bringing up a 
numerous family, respectably. Good Mr. Billy, 
as considerate and worthy an old bachelor as 
ever lived (how angry I am with good men for 
becoming old bachelors), sent her a setting 
hen and seven eggs ; — in short, the little cot- 
tage and garden were stocked so quickly, and 
yet so well, and the poor woman was so grate- 
ful, that she could hardly believe the reality 
of what had occurred. Her kind friends at 
the Parsonage, however, saw that something 
more was wanting to make their prot^e per- 
fectly happy. What that was, need I tell ? my 
lady readers have surely guessed it already, 
and even the gentlemen have found it out. 
The clergyman, without acquainting Mrs. Cla^ 
very, had written to his brother, mentioning 
all the particulars, and begging Thomas's dis- 
charge ; the last post had brought him a letter, 
saying that his request was granted. 

But the three graces (as my young friends 
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al (he Parsonage were always called), denied 
themselreR [lie pleasure of commumcattug the 
joyful tidings ; leaving the expected letter lo 
tell the news. They could not, however, 
forego the gratification of wii.iessing the joy 
the cottagers would feel when the information 
was communicated that the husbaml and the 
father was on his homeward joomey, and they 
hastily followed John Williams to Mary Cla- 
verey'a abode. 

John's next resting place was at an old wea- 
tlier beaten, but ipacioas mansion, somewhat 
out of the Bannow district, and doge on the 
beach. It belonged to a gentleman whose 
health obliged him to reside for a time on the 
continent, but who had lent his house to liia 
relative, Sir James Horatio Banks, M. P., 
for the summer; as the sea bathing la very 
good all along the Wesford coast; conse- 
quently Sir James Horatio, his lady, and all 
his little ones and servants, were fortunately 
only birds of passage — I beg this fact may 
be clearly understood. Sir James Horatio 
Banks, M. P. was a great man in his own 
way, and a strange way it was. Any thing 
hut a spendthrift in the usual acceptation of 
the word, and jet in perpetual embarrass- 
ments; for he was always at law. Never, to 
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do him justice, missed an opportunity of liti-> 
gation, whether for a thousand pounds or a 
thousand pence — an estate or an acre. Long 
Chancery suits were his delight, and he anti« 
cipated term with absolute rapture. Most 
people complain of the laws delays. Not so 
Sir James Horatio Banks. He was always 
anxious to retard its decisions; so much so, 
that he was once designated, in open court, 
** a filthy pebble in the wheel of justice." He 
stood a contested election, or rather Lady 
Banks got him into it, and carried him through ; 
for she even made speeches on the hustings ; 
but the many thousands expended on that 
memorable occasion would have broken his 
heart to a certainty, if fortunately three fresh 
law suits had not arisen to console him. It 
was some comfort to the Irish to discover that 
his mother had been a native of Wales ; for he 
was very mean in his household expences; 
which, they asserted, could not have been the 
case, had he been ** raale Irish." In truth he 
had a miserly aspect, a thin spare body covered 
with a parchment-like skin, a rattish expres- 
sion of countenance, and little peering grey 
eyes, that seemed eternally seeking for flaws in 
every thing. He used to ride a bony black 
horse, and always wore over-grown jack boots. 
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a thread-bare long coat, a flapped hat, that 
sometimes answered the purpose of an um- 
brella ; and invariably fastened a pair of horse 
pistols to the pummel of his saddle. One of 
our Bannow poets made the following rhymes 
on the worthy member, ' and contrived, in a 
OTOwd, to tie them to the tail of his horse. 
How he mourned that he could never discover 
the author — 

<< The Divil Sir Jimmy to Parliament sint. 

To plaze his master, Sir Jimmy he wint ; 

On his ould black horse, that looked like a hack. 

Success ! cried the boys ; may ye niver come back." 

Indeed, the peculiarities of the family af- 
forded much amusement to the neighbourhood 
where they resided, for a time. Lady Banks 
was the very opposite of her husband, pos- 
sessed, as a brother sportsman once said of 
her, *' blood, bone, and beauty ;" wore a 
searlet riding habit; hunted in grand style, 
and was always in at the death ; sung songs 
after supper, and loved claret ; never scrupled 
at an oath ; called Sir James *' her little 
man/' and always saw the horses fed ; obliged 
her girls to stand fire, and her boys to go bare- 
foot to make them hardy; and obtained for 
herself amongst the country people the univer- 
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sal soubriquet of " Man Jack." Perhaps all 
these eccentricities might have heen forgiven 
had she possessed the kindly feelings of her 
sex, for she ivas young and handsome; hut 
she was neither an affectionate mother nor a 
sincere friend ; she loved to dash and to asto- 
nish, and left a family of heantiful children to 
the management of a French lady's maid and 
the head groom. 

The Postman's arrival was a matter of great 
importance to the household, as Sir James 
always expected letters, and the family had 
many wants to he supplied. Mam'selle Ma- 
deline had descended to the servant's hall 
to await John's coming, and two or three of 
the younger children accompanied her ; on a 
tahle, in the centre of the apartment, Miss 
Julia, a lovely girl of five years old, was danc* 
ing a jig to the great amusement of two or 
three men servants, who sung St. Patrick's- 
day to " plaze the jewil ;" Carlos and Henry, 
two younger urchins, were riding on a magni-^ 
ficent Newfoundland dog ; the groom and the 
footman were playing cards at a small side 
tahle near the fire; and at the other side, upon 
a form, wsis a jug of whisky punch, to which 
the butler, housekeeper, and coachman, fre- 
quently resorted. Mam'selle Madeline looked 
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eontemptuously on them all, until roused from 
her reverie by the butler's inquiring " if Miss 
Maddy would'nt taste a drop of the genuine — 
betther^ ten to one, than all the wine that iver 
sailed out of France." ** Non, Mercie bien, 
tank you, Monsieur— ver oblig6, mais, but I 
ha* de horreur great to your ponch. Faugh! — 
excus6 moi — 'tis von great bad smhell. — 
Faugh!" — and the lady's maid refreshed' her 
nose with *' £au de Luce,'^ much to the amuse- 
ment of the servants. *' Oh, John — welcome 
John." '' Oh, Monsieur John, * you not be 
come 'till last." ^' John, the rings for the 
pigs." John here, John there, John every- 
where, as usual : at last, the papers and letters 
were piled on the table, and Mam'selle Made- 
line had received, and disappeared with her 
band-boxes. ** Larry, said the butler to the 
footman, take up the papers, why dont ye ?" 
** Let them wait 'till Ive looked at 'em myself," 
replied Larry, " I want to see what news from 
the Curragh, as my lady has a heavy bet on 
Captain Lofty's sorrel coult." ** Any news of 
the law business ? inquired the steward ?" 
** How do 1 know, or what do I care," replied 
Larry. ** What does it signify whether law 
actions are gained or not ; don^t we all know 
what comes over the divil's back must go 



THE BANNOW POSTMAN, li't 

under bis belly," " All I know," obeerved the 
steward, is" — 

" I'll tell ye what boye, "said John Williams, 
" ye'd betther mind y'er busineas and take the 
letthers up out of hand, for Sir Jamex and my 
Lady, both saw me coming down the arenue." 

Och, murder, John — why didn't ye tell me 
so before ; by the powers ' man Jack,' 'li bate 
my brains out," and the footman hurried Blf 
amid the laughter of his fellow-servants, 

" Any news, Sir James 7" inquired th« 
lady, as she tried on a new velvet hunting- 

" Yes, my dear, I've just received the bills 
for my last suit in the King's Bench." 

" You lost the cause, I think," 

" Yea, all owing to the hurry that Coun- 
sellor Playdel was in ; never can take his 
time about any thing." 

" What's the damage?" 

Poor Sir James groaned. " It will stand 
me in, one way or other, eighteen hundred 
and thirty-seven pounds fourteen shillings and 
threepenc* farthing." 

*' The devil it will," exclaimed the lady, 
laying down the hunting-cap. " I wonder. 
Sir James, you don't at once lake my advice; 
Lave done with the law, and the torment of 
c2 



9& THE BANNQW POaTMAN. 

child, whom he well knew was not her 
mother's faTourite, hecause she was growing 
so- tall and handsome that the vain glorious 
woman dreaded a rival. 

By the time our nse^ Postman had com- 
pleted his rounds, for he had much tp dp sifter 
he left the Honourable Member's house, the 
viQon was high in the heavens, ai|d John and 
his steed had ensured sound #l|imbers by active 
^^ertion. There were many, however, who 
W^k.e, and some who wept, ivhile the stairs 
sparkled in the blue sky, and the unruQed 
ocean murmured along the shore. How dif- 
ferent is night in the country and night in 
town. Oh, for my native hills by moonlight ! — 
the very breeze tells of repose, and the lone 
and beautiful clouds, passing so silently along 
the heavens, and 

« seem to be 

Fair islands in a dark blue sea. 

Which human eyes at eve behold ; 
But only then, unseen by day 

Their shores and mountains all of gold." 

At the Parsonage the three sisters were 
chattering merrily, as only girls can chatter, 
arranging further plans to benefit the poor 
and needy ; and even while their hearts were 
uplifted to the Giver of all good, they sunk 
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into the sweet slumbers of innocence. — A 
trembling light that issued from Mrs. Clavery's 
window showed she was still awake. Seated 
by the bed-side, where her three little ones, 
their arms twined around each other, slept the 
refreshing sleep pf childhood, she read, for 
the last time that night, the lines which her 
husband's hand had traced, and feeling how 
sweet it was to have near her any thing that 
came from a beloved object, she placed the 
letter under her pillow, and then, while 
earnest, silent tears coursed each other down 
her cheeks, prayed that an all-directing Pro- 
vidence would guide her husband in safety 
over the wide waste of waters. Lady Banks 
had just finished her last song, after supper, 
which was loudly applauded by the very mixed 
company that sat around the board , while her 
husband looked gloomy enough at the foot of 
the table, meditating on his long debts, and 
neglected daughter. Our old friend, " Grey 
Lambert," and his faithful Bang, were soundly 
sleeping in the castle, while the breeze that 
moaned along the decaying walls, was to them 
as a sweet lullaby. Anty Mc'Queen — Poor 
Anty ! she slumbered not. Her father's cottage 
was on the hill side, and a very neat cabin it 
was ; well filled to with children of all ages 
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and sizes, from Anty, the eldest, who/in her 
own opinion, was quite old enough to be 
married, down to a fat rosy ** Inmp of a boy," 
who, although hardly able to crawl, fought 
manfully with the pig for every potatoe it took 
into its mouth. The household, wiUi the ex* 
eeption of Anty, were all fast asleep, and, from 
the nature of her dress (according to the 
fiuhionable acceptance of the word, she might 
hftTC been called full dressed — t. e. half naked) ; 
it might be supposed she had been in bed ; how^ 
ever, there she sat over the dying embers of the 
fire ; an end of candle stuck in a scooped po- 
tatoe, that served as a candlestick, and an open 
letter in her hand, which she turned one way, 
and then another, without being able to under- 
stand a single word of its contents. 

Poor Anty ! it was only when she had re- 
ceived from the Postman the long expected 
epistle, that it occurred to her she was utterly 
unable to peruse it. Indeed she could hardly 
decypher print. But as to the writing, she 
never had a pen in her hand in her life. Had 
she been inclined to make confidants of her 
father and mother, she would have been pre- 
cisely in the same dilemma; for they were 
equally ignorant ; and bitterly did she regret 
the obstinacy of her disposition, which pre- 
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Vented h6r hearkening to Mister Ben, when he) 
counselled her to become a scholar. Grey 
Lambert^ she knew, would at once have read 
every word of it ; " for he had grate laming.'* 
But unfortunately as her sweet-heart was no 
other than his grandson, she did not exactly 
wish him to have so much, subject matter to 
jest her about; she had taken the letter 
to Mary-the-Mant, who next to Peggy the 
Fisher, perhaps knew more about the love 
affairs of the neighbourhood than any body 
else. But Mary-the-Mant was not at home- 
gone to Waterford — would not be back for 
three days ! Master Ben then occurred to 
her. But no ! she could not bear him to read 
it for her ; not that he would laugh ; oh no ! 
but he would feel no interest, and perhaps find 
fault with the skill of a practised critic, and 
condemn the spelling and diction of her beloved 
letter without mercy. What could she do ? 
Letty Connor ; she was well educated ; but then 
she had been a sort of rival of hers, and she 
did not wish her to know any thing at all 
about the matter. John Williams ? No ; he 
would make so much fun of her in his own 
way. What should she do? — There she sat 
over the fire, twisting and turning the manu- 
script; that looked, to tell the truth, like a 
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collection of stntnge hieroglypUicks, more tha> 
Hny thing else ; and after much consideratioa 
Anty resolved on two things : one, even ta 
take the letter to Grey Lambert (for waiting 
three entire days for Mary-the-Mant was out 
of the question), and get him to read it. The 
other waa, to oiler heraelf again as a pupil to 
Mr. Ben, and get herself tanght writing " out 
of hand ;'' — all in a minute, and surprise her 
lover (who was a wonderful scholar entirely), 
with her acquirements. 

The next morning Anty arrived at Coolhull 
licfore Lambert had flnisbed his prayers ; for 
on peeping through a large slit in the door, 
she saw the old man on his knees before a 
crucilix, at the farther end of the great hall } 
Bang sitting by his side, while the bright red 
light of morning streamed through one of ths 
broken windows, and rested ou their heads. 
Her visit was immediately noticed by the 
faithful dog, whose scent, or ear, soon dis- 
covered that she was outside. Ke walked 
steadily to the time-worn door, and laying hia 
long nose on the ground, snilfed loudly three 
or four times, and moved his tail slowly in . 
token of recognition, as she entered. The 
young girl busied herself in lighting the Brn, 
and settling the few rude articles of furniture. 
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according to her own taste, until Grey Lam^ 
bert's orisons were finished. When he arose 
from his knees, she knelt and asked his blessing. 

" Well, Anty, what's come to ye, my ohild, 
to be two good mUes from your own home, and 
it not six o'clock yet; ye were'nt htoyy for 
sleep this morning I'm sartin; is there any 
thing the matter at home, mavoumeen, for 
something strange must have brought ye? 
Come, don't look so shy ; what is it ails the 
colleen ; have ye lost y'er tongue 7 fait, agra ! 
it's bad indeed wid ye, if that's gone." Anty 
shook her head. '' Well, I'll sit down here, 
and wait till ye choose to spake ; and not spind 
any more o' my breath on ye ; for to tell God's 
truth I've not much to spare ; only I can't' think 
what's over the girl." — Lambert sat down; 
and after a considerable pause, during which 
Anty twisted and untwisted the comer qf her 
apron with admirable perseverance, she drew 
the letter from its hiding place, and turning 
away her blushing face as she spoke, said, with 
considerable hesitation — 

*' Ye funned me about a letther last night ; 
sure I could'nt help it if the boy chose to 
write. It's no faut o' mine. I did'nt put any 
comether in life upon him ; and more betokens 
I would'nt have troubled ye to rade it for me, 
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it* i could rade it myself; and sure Grey Lam- 
bert, I did'nt desaTe ye by no manner of 
manes ; for I knew ye mistrusted we were 
almost keeping company afore Pat took the 
turn for going to sea." 

" Well Anty, ye mane to be Grey Lam- 
bert's grand-daughter; well, wbist now, there, 
I'll rade the letther." 

•* My dear Anty, 

<' I do hope that these few lines will meet 
acceptance and true love from you, for ye 
hav'nt forgot the fippinny-bit, the lialf of it 
and the long curl are next my bateing heart 
this minit, and sure it's in the core of it they 
should be, if I had any way to get them there ; 
but it's all the same. I am unasy in my mind, 
about two things, my poor ould ancient gran'- 
fader, and your little innocent flirtish ways. 
Ah, Anty, sure there's all the boys on land 
that you used to taze the life out o' me about. 
And ye think it no harm to laugh wid em 
now, but it would be not the same if we were 
married. — Ye'd behave yourself thin Anty. 
And that and my ould ancient gran'fader has 
made up my mind. — ^And the thoughts of it 
has prevented my spending. — And I'm coming 
home, plaze God, only dont tell the ould man, 
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■nor Bang the baste, becase I manes every 
mother's sowl o' ye much joy. And I've 
bought such a beautiful gown piece for the 
wedding. Only to my thinking, Anty, nothing 
can make ye handsomor than ye are. And 
many charmers I have seen, but none like my 
Bannow girl. And Jim the boatswain has 
made a song upon ye, according to my telling, 
and every varse ends wid — 

" Anty, the darlint of the land, 
Is still her Paddy's pride." 

Oh its a dale a finer song than * Colleen das 
Crutheen Amo,' as you'll say whin ye hear it, 
which '11 be very soon afther you, and my 
ould ancient granfader gets the letthers. And 
there's another boy travelling home to Ban- 
now, by the name of Thomas Clavery, a late 
soldier, but discharged. An honest dacent 
fellow as ever drew breath, and doating alive 
upon his wife and the grawls. Be faithful to 
him that is faithful to you, ' true as the needle 
to the poll.' — God's blessing be about ye, 
prays, my dear Anty, 

** Your most affictionate lover, 
** (husband soon), 'till death, 

" Patrick Lambert." 
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Orey Lambert folded ttp the epistle and 
taned it to its rightfial owner; the oldmjm 
did not jest upon its contents, but rising from 
Ids seat laid his hand on Anty's head, and in 
a deep bnt solemn voice, said, — 

*' So, cc^een, the promise has passed be^ 
IWixt ye, that in God's eye is as binding on ye 
as if the blessed Pope had joined y'er hands 
in his holy temple at Rome. I knew ye had 
a kindness for each other, from many little 
things, more especially from , the way Pat 
always mintioned ye in his letthers, bnt I 
4id'iit= think ye were contracted, or else Anty, 
who I lore (and good right I have to love ye, 
as my own child), I would have talked more 
seriously to ye about the little flirting ways 
y'er true love mintions. Anty, look up in the 
ould man's face, and tell him, did ye .ever 
think, think solidly, what was required of 
woman in marriage?" There was that in 
Grey Lambert's manner which conquered 
levity, and the young girl looked up with the 
expression of countenance which replied '' no," 
" few crathurs at y'er age do," he continued^ 
" and what I say to you, ye young wild flower, 
sweet and spotless as ye are, I will say to him, 
and more too, for ye are far faithfuUer in y'er 
naturs nor we. Ah Anty ! it's asy enough to 
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be tme to the yonng heart's first love, whin all 
is full of hope ; but in my early days I have 
seen affection strong as life, and then, a breath 
or a word or a look, may-be, has begun un- 
kindness, and that has increased until, at last, 
bitther scorn, ay and black hatred grew, where 
there had been nothing but love and smiles. 
And women have much to bear Anty, for it's 
little men heed an unkind word unjustly 
spoken, may-be, and yet to be borne, almost 
as if it was love or darlint, which is the 
hardest word I hope ever to hear Patrick 
make use of to you. But my girl, when ye 
knew of the promise, it wasn't quite right of 
ye to skit, and laugh, and dance, as if ye were 
quite free. Sure I know ye'r full of life and 
merriment, but a betrothed maiden and a 
wedded wife ought to have a continued cheer- 
fulness, more nor a gig gling wildness. Ah ! 
dont look angry, my colleen, the aged man's 
words are warm with pure good wishes, al- 
though his heart is ould. And as to Pat's 
love lasting, I've no fear of that, seeing he 
hasn't been caught with the fair faces of the 
strangers. And as to yours, my dear child, 
I know ye'll give over y'er innocent tricks 
now, and not let y'er temper be quite so hasty, 
and grow a steady wife — " 
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"I'm sure, Grey Lambert," interrupted 
Anty, half crying, ** yeVe no rason to up- 
braid me after that fashion, for I meant no 
harm, and nothing in life would ever make me 
jilty." 

" Asy, Agra, 'till I tell ye a litUe story to 
divart ye a bit, and it's all thrue, and I know 
ye'U find out my maning, for ye'r cute enough." 
And Anty listened very attentively, pulling 
first one and then the other of << Bang the 
haste's" ears, which he bore patiently, not 
even increasing her perplexity by moving his 
head from ofi* her lap. 
''In the ancient time^, when flowers and 
trees, and fairies were on spakeing terms, and 
all friendly together; one fine summer's day, 
the sun shone out on a beautiful garden, where 
there were all sorts of flowers that ye could 
mintion, and a lovely but giddy fairy, went 
sporting about from one to the other (although 
no one could see her, because of the sun light), 
gg gay as the morning lark; then says the 
Fairy to the Rose — * Rose, if the sun was 
clouded, and the storm came on, would ye 
shelter and love me still ?' * Do you doubt 
me?' says the Rose, and reddened up with 
anger.—' Lily/ says the Fairy to another 
love, ' if the sun was clouded and a stona 



THR BANNOW POSTMAN. 49 

came on, would ye shelter and love me still V 
* Oh ! do you think I could change V says 
the Lily, and she grew still paler with sor- 
row.—* Tulip,' said the Fairy, * if the sun 
was clouded, and a storm came on, would ye 
shelter and love me still V * Upon my word,' 
said the Tulip, making a Tery gentleman-like 
how, * ye'r the very first lady that ever douhted 
my constancy;' so the Fairy sported on, joy- 
ful to think of her kind and hlooming friends. 
She revelled away for a time, and then she 
thought on the pale blue Violet that was almost 
kivered with it's broad green leaves ; and al- 
though it was an ould comrade, she might have 
forgotten it, had it not been for the sweet 
scent that came up from the modest flower. 
' Oh ! Violet,' said the Fairy, ' if the sun 
was clouded, and a storm came on, would ye 
shelter and love me still V And the Violet 
made answer — * Ye have known me long, 
sweet Fairy, and in the first spring time, when 
there were few other flowers, ye used to shield 
from the could blast under my leaves; now 
ye've almost forgotten me — but let it pass — 
try my truth, if ever you should meet misfor- 
tune — ^but I say nothing.' Well, the Fairy 
skitted at that, and clapt her silvery wings, and 
whisked, singing ofl*, on a sun bame ; but she 
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*' I'm sure. Grey Lambert," intemiptei 
Anty, half crying. " ye'v« no rason lo uf 
braid me after that fashion, for I m«wit no ^^ 
harm, and nothing in life would ever make me i 
jilty." i 

■' Aay, Agra, 'till I tell ye a little story W' 
divart ye a bit, iiiid it's all Uirue. and I ^'^' 
ye'll find out my maning, for ye'r cute enoo^ 
And Anty listened very attentively, poUii^ 
first one and then the other of " Bang t] 
baste's" ears, which lie bore patiently, n 
even increasing her perplexity by moving 1 
head from ofT her lap. 

"In the ancient times, when flowers a 
trees, and fairies were onapakeing terms, a 
all friendly together; one fine sommer'a di 
the sun shone out on a beautiful garden, wh« 
there were all sorts of flowers that ye coi 
mintion, and a lovely but giddy fairy, wi 
sporting about from one to the other (althoD 
no one could see her, because of the sun ligl 
as gay as the morning lark ; then says 
Fairy to the Rose—' Hose, if the aun i 
clouded, and the storm came on, would 
shelter and love me still V ' Do you do 
me?' says the Rose, and reddened up ■? 
anger. — ' Lily, 
loTc, ' if the ; 
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was hardly gone» when a black cloud grew np 
out of the north, all in a minit, and the light 
was shnrnded, and the rain fell in slashings, 
like hail, and away flies the Fairy to her 
friend the Rose. — ' Now Rose,' says she, 

* the rain is corae, so shelter and love me 
still.* * I can hardly shelter my own buds/ 
says the Rose, ' but the Lily has a deep cup.' 
Well, the poor little Fairy's wings were almost 
wet, bnt she got to the Lily. * Lily,' says 
she, ' the storm is come, so shelter and love 
Me stilL' * I am sorry,' says the Lily, < but 
if I were to open my cup, the rain would 
hate in like fun, and my seed would be spoil*! 
— the Tnlip has long leaves.' Well, the Fairy 
was down hearted enough, but she went to 
the Tnlip, who she always thought a most 
sweet spoken gentleman. He certainly did 
not look as bright as he had done in the sun, 
httt she wared her little wand, and, < Tulip,' 
Sftys she, ^the rain and the storm is come, 
MmA 1 am very weary, but you will shelter and 
lave me still.' ' B^^ne,' says the Tulip, 

* he off/ says he ; ' a pretty pickle I should 
he in» if I let every wandering scamper come 
ahoml im/ — ^Well, by this time, she was very 
lirttd, and her wings hung dripping at her 
hark, wet iadeed — but there was no help for 
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it, and laneing on her pretty silver wand, ilie 
limped off to the Violet; and the darlint little 
flower, with it's blue eye, that's as clear as a 
kitten's, saw her coming, and never a word 
she spoke, but opened her broad green leaves, 
and took the wild wandering cratur to her 
bosom, and dried her wings, and breathed the 
sweetest parfumes over her, and sheltered her 
until the storm was clane gone. Then the 
humble Violet spoke, and said — ' Fairy Queen, 
it is bad to flirt with many, for the love of one 
true heart is enough for earthly woman, or 
fairy spirit ; the ould and humble love is better 
than the gay compliments of a world of flowers, 
for it v^ll last, when the others pass.' And 
the Fairy knew that it was true for the blue 
Violet ; and she contented herself ever after» 
and built her downy bower under the wide 
spreaiding Violet leaves, that sheltered her 
from the rude winter's wind add the hot sum- 
mer's sun, and to this very day the fairies love 
the violet beds." 

Anty smiled, and suffered Bang's ears to 
escape, when the story was finished; Grey 
Lambert smiled also, and as she was depart* 
ing inquired if her parents knew of the con- 
tract. She frankly replied in the negative ; and 
the old man accompanied the little gipsy 
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to her fattier'B cHbin, where the news was joyL 
fully received. Every body liked Patrick^ 
and, moreover, every body suspected that iit; 
some sly corner, the old man had wherewith^' 
to m.ake a plentiful wedding. 

Nothing happened to prevent matters 
to a happy tennination ; Thomas Clavery and 
Patrick Lambert returned on the same daj^ 
The gown -piece was declared to be an "no* 
common beauty," even by Mrs. Oassidy ; and 
the niglit was fixed for the wedding; birtj 
where do you suppose the wedding was cel&w 
brated ? In uo other place, I assure you, thas 
in Grey Lambert's old castle. 

" It's a fancy I know," said he, " and 
strange one, but I can't help it ; the bride and 
bride-groom can trot off to their nate little 
cabin, that's all ready for them, and that I 
defy any one to say, want's a single thing; 
and it will make me happy to know that 
more laughter and music will visit the anciei 
Castle of t;oolhuH." 

Such a wedding was never seen in thi 
country from that dxy to this ; it wa; 
wonderful wedding ! More than fifty loi 
torches of hog wood, were stuck up and 
down in the walls, and the ivy and wild plants 
formed a singular contrast to the grey stones. 
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and flaring lights. — One end of the dilapidated 
hall was reserved for dancing ; and there on a. 
throne of turf sat the immortal Kelly ; a deep 
jug of whisky punch close to his footstool, and 
he blowing away for the dear life on his pipes. 
At the other end was a long table, formed of 
deal spars, covered with such cloths, plates, 
dishes, glasses, noggins, jugs and sundries, 
as tlie neighbouring farm-houses could lend, 
placed on stones and turf, and sufficiently ele- 
vated. What a supper ! rounds of beef, tur- 
keys — geese — such profusion, the *' Wedding 
of Ballyporeen " was nothing to it ! and when 
the cake was fairly cut, Father Mike's perqui- 
sites were many, for Grey Lambert, whose re- 
ported wealth was no jest, laid down a golden 
guinea on the plate. He had bidden many of 
the neighbouring gentry to the marriage, and 
as the old man was much respected, and the 
arrangements very singular, theere were few 
apologies. The great hall was, at a very early 

hour, nearly filled with motley company; 

ladies and gentlemen, farmers and farmer's 
wives, " boys and girls" of all ranks, in their 
Sunday gear, and with happy joyous faces ; 
some whispering so closely, that Father Mike 
was led to believe a few more weddings 
would take place before Lent; then the Ba- 
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belonish uoises, Kelly's pipes — merry laughter 
— loud toasts — ^the no light-footed jig, and the 
oontinned buz buz of the busy toaguei. The 
Clergyman and the parish Priest sat at the 
same table; and, it must be confessed, that 
neither Tide's, nor Kitchener's ss 
wanting to make the feast palatable. 

Grey Lambert danced most merrily with tlujk 
yonng ladies from the Parsonage, and " bati> 
them off the llure," at the Irish jig. The brid^ 
looked proTokingly pretty and mischievooaf 
and the boatswain, who came from WaterlbrA 
to the ceremony, sung not only, 

" Anry, the diirliiit of the land. 
Is still her Paddy's pride." 
But composed extemporaneous verses on 
occasion, which were received with mnoh 
pl.n... 

I am ashamed to confess that I was gail^ 
of a very great piece of neglect; I did not 
take down the words of this song, which the 
whole neighbourhood declared to be " ilegantly 
written, and wonderfully well sung." Nay, 
even Master Ben himself, pronounced it to be 
" mighty fine," Two lines of it, however, I 
do recollect, and these I will give you : — 

" Hiirruh for the wedding, ihc wEdding tliat's lull, 
Of ginti7 and larmers in andent Coothull." 



^ 
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\Va8 that all 1 No ; there ia yonder coruei' 
sit Thomas and Mary Clavery, their two elder 
ehildrtin, as rosy «nd as gay hb ever were Iri«h 
children, delighted with the fnn, and joining 
in the peals of laughter, (hat, as the night ad- 
vances, rings more frequently alon^ the walls, 
while the yonngest has managed Xo get " Bang 
(he baste" into sncli extraordinary good hn- 
mour, that the little urchin has horsed him in 
gallant style. 

John Williams, whose dislike to conversa- 
tion disappeared in a very odd way, probably 
owing to his continued potations ; annoyed 
Aiity continually by calling her " Mrs. Lam- 
bert," and the old man kept ap the joke some- 
what unmercifully, by now and then remind- 
ing her of the past, " Snre I'll not come to see 
you in y'er unchristian- like place, if ye talk 
after that fashion to a young cratur like me I" 

As his company departed, he conducted 
lliem with the air of a prince to the great gale; 
and Father Mike, after he had earnestly prayed 
that his full blessing might rest on them all, 
declared he had never been at so happy a 
wedding. 

1 am not prepared to state whether or not 
Anty learned writing, for she was able to pre- 
vail upon Patrick to " give up the sea," and 
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content himself with the occasional manage- 
ment of a fishing-boat ; consequently she was 
not likely in the whole course of her life to 
receive another letter. She remembered the 
fairy tale, and, to the credit of the sex be it 
spoken, left off ** her flirting ways/' Grey 
Lambert is still in possession of the old castle, 
and extraordinary health ; and John Williams, 
for ought I know to the contrary, may carry 
this tale to ** mine old home," in the capacity 
of The Bannow Postman. 
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" Sowow uid guilt 

Uke two old pilgrim's guiaed, but quick and keen 

Of visioii, er^mqra ploi} nHmd the Foild, 

To fp7 out pleaaant spots, and loving hearts. 

And never lock a villain's ready liand 

To work their purpose on them — hear ye me .'" 

Makineb's SioHr. 
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'' Heaven defend us ( did ye erer hear sieh 
a itorm, and the snow's as good as knee deep 
this blessed minit, in the bam ; it's hard to say 
whether sleet, snow, or hail is the bitthereat, 
for they're all drifting together, and always ui 
a body's face. Martin, is there no sign of hit 
Reverence yet ?" 

Martin, who had been indnstrioosly staffing 
some straw into his huge brogue, and Molly 
M'Clathery, who had made the inquiry, rose 
at the same moment; opened the bls^ened 
window-shutter, looked forth npcm the night, 
and listened in hopes to hear the wonted tokens 
of the Priesf s return. 

In the kitchen of Old Father Mike's abode 
the usual family were assembled; of whiefe 
Molly and Martin formed a principal 
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The house stood on a bleak hill-side, exposed to 
the fall rush of the sea blast, without a tree to 
shelter either dwelling, bam or yard. On such 
a night its exterior presented any thing but a 
comfortable appearance; it was an ill-built 
slated house, flanked by thatehed offices, which 
formed a sort of triangle ; at the smallest point 
of which, a wide gate stood, or rather hung, 
almost always open ; to^ say the truth, it was 
only supported by one hinge, the other never 
having been repaired since the county mem- 
ber's carriage frightened it to pieces, when he 
visited the worthy Priest, a month or two before 
the last general election; although Father 
Mike had a thousand times directed Martin to 
get it mended, and Martin had as often replied, 
" Yes, plase y'er Reverence, Fll see about t*." 
At the back of the house nearly a quarter of 
a^n acre of land was enclosed, as a garden ; but 
as the good Priest cared little for vegetables, 
and less for flowers, it was, of course, overrun 
with luxuriant weeds, that insolently triumphed 
in the summer time, over the fair but dwindling 
rose, or timid lily, that still existed, but looked 
as if they pined and mourned at the waste 
around them. The inside of the dwelling was 
rambling and inconvenient ; it had a dark en- 
trance-hall, or passage, a kitchen, a parlour, a 
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cellar, on the ground-floor; while a sort of 
ladder stair-case led to the upper chambers. 
The kitchen was the general family room, the 
parlour being reserved for company, and kept 
in tolerable order by the Priest's niece, a dark- 
eyed little lass of sixteen. 

Martin and Molly had resumed their seats 
on a black oak settle, that occupied one side 
of the large open chimney : Molly, of spindle- 
like stiffness, her lean figure and scraggy neck 
supporting a face '< broad as a Munster pota- 
toe," while her wide mouth and long sharp 
teeth betokened her passion for talking and 
eating. Martin, whose shaggy elf-locks clus- 
tered so thickly over a well-formed forehead, 
and deep-set but bright grey eyes, resembled, 
very much resembled, a cluricawn — that par- 
ticularly civil, wily, sharp-sighted, Irish fairy; 
Martin Finchley was almost as little, quite as 
knovnng, quite as clever, and by trade a brogue 
maker, to which fraternity all cluricawns be- 
long ; yet the straw peeped forth from his 
brogues ! Ah ! but Martin was a genius, knew 
more of every body and every thing than any 
jnan in the county, sung a good song, told a 
good story, brought home the cows, fed the 
pigs, minded the horse, and performed many 
domestic offices in the Priest's establishment, 
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yel fouud time to learu all the news, and nufBO 
half the children in the parish. Molly and he 
had Lived fifteen years with Father Mike, and 
had never passed a day, during that period, 
without quarrelling, to the great amusement of 
Dora Hay, the Priest's little niece, who was 
now kneelins at the other aide of the lire, her 
wheel laid aside, carefully administering some 
warm milk to a young lamb that had sufiered 
much from the heavy snow. Two large dogs, 
a cat, and a half-grown kitten shared, also, the 
wide hearthstone, and enjoyed the bright cheer- 
ful light of a turf and wood fire. On an old- 
fashioned table, partially covered with a half- 
hleached cloth, was spread the Priest's supper; 
a large round of salted beef, a silver pint mug, 
with an inscription somewhat worn by time, an 
unbroken cake of grlddle-bread with a " pat" 
of fresh butter on a wooden platter, and two 
old bottles, containing something much stronger 
than water. An antique arm-chair with ao em- 
broidered but much soiled cushion, was placed 
opposite the massive silver-handled knife and 
fork ; all awaiting his Keverence's coming. 
From the rafters of this wild-looking apartment 
hung various portions of dried meat and fish, 
and the pig's heaib, that looked ghastly enongli 
in the flickering light. The dresser which, as 
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usual in Irish kitchens, extended the whole 
length of the room, made a display of rich 
china, yellow delf, wooden noggins, dim brass, 
and even old but chased silyer candlesticks. 
A long deal ** losset," filled to orerflowing with 
meal and flour, was (if I may use the expression) 
united to the wall by a heap of potatoes, on 
which a boy, or " ranner," wao sleeping » 
soundly, as if he had been pillowed on down ; 
a large herring barrel, a keg of whisky on a 
stand, to '' be handy like," and a firkin of 
butter, occupied the spaces along the wall of 
the apartment. 

Still the storm continued. The fire was 
again heaped, and yet the master was absent. 

'< Miss Dora, my darlint," said Molly 
M'Clathery, after a very long pause, •' go to 
bed, i^ra, y'er eyes are heavy for sleep, and 
no wonder, for it's amost eliven by the ould 
clock. Martin ! I thought ye were to get the 
clock settled, but it 11 be like the gate, widout 
the hinge, and the windy widout the glass, and 
the mare's leg; to say nothing of the wine 
last summer that worked itself to vinegar for 
want of a bung. But his Reverence is a dale too 
quiet for all of ye. Whin Jacky the tinkel- 
was married, sure, may be I don't remimber 
it, he comes here, and talk's his Reverence 
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over, not to ax the money for the wedding 
until the nist time lie was wanting. Well, at 
the first christening, my chap had the same 
story, and so on, patting Ilia Reverence ofl", 
from that to the nest, and the nest, and the 
next, and so on, till the seventh brat came. 
Well, that was all well as a body may say, 
and at last his Itevereni^e knowing he was ' 
getting powers of money, jist mintioaed the 
ould score. — Five ahlllings for the wedding, 
and thin the six nhristeninge at a thirteen — and 
a tester each. And, what does the spalpeen — 
&A keen as the north wind ? ' Oh, very well,' 
says he, ' as y'er Reverence plazes, only 
there's Friar Kannett christens for half-price, 
and the Protestant Minister for nothing, and 
one's as good as another.' And to be sure to 
save the soul of the grawl, his Reverence, 
gives up entirely, and makes the thing a holy 
Catholic!, out and out at onct, for nothing." 

" Will ye hould y'er clack, Molly. What 
do I care aboat Jacky the tinker ? and as to 
the wine, it was as much your fault, and more, 
than mine. And for the mare's leg. how the 
plague could 1 hinder her brakeing it if she 
liked, and I three mile olT at the same time. 
But I wont be spinding my breath on ye ; only 
—bad luck to hII famales." 
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'' Thank you, Martin,'' said Miss Dora, who 
had really been half asleep, her small foot 
resting on the step of the wheel, and the 
thread hanging on her finger, while her head 
fell carelessly on her delicate shoulder. 

*' I humbly ax y'er pardon, Miss Dory, I 
did'nt mane you to hear that, it was only the 
like o' she I meant, that can never let well 
enough alone, hut's evermore nagin', nagin', 
nagin' at a body, like a swaddling pracher." 

'' Martin, I'll tell ye what it is, give us none 
o' y'er impudence, for I haven't been Father 
Mike's housekeeper, or Miss Dora's nurse 
for fifteen years, to stand talk from a man, 
much less you, ye dawshy ne'er-do-well." 

" Stop, Molly," interrupted Dora, ** stop, 
you are sometimes a little cross, and it is too 
late to quarrel to-night. I wish you would go 
to bed ; and I will wait up for my uncle." 

" Och no, my dear, and lave you, by y'ei- 
self in this big kitchen ? Save us, d'ye hear 
how that boy is snoring? Dick ! Dick, wake 
up I say, what does his Reverence give ye 
mate, drink, and clothing for, is it to lay there 
snoring as comfortable on thim eligant pra- 
tees as the king on his throne, when y'er 
master, a holy man like him, is out in the could 
snow ?" 

VOL. II. E 
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" Sure ye may let the boy alone, be's doin' 
no harm ; he's not wauled till his Reverenek 
comes home, and thin Til wake him, to hoal4 
the light for the horse lu the stable." 
"He shall wake now; one idlebody'steDon^ 
in the boasu, Martin Finchley,'* and in her 
own way she proceeded to elFect her purposib 
. Dick roared lustily at the blow which read 
him, while Martin very quietly observed* 
" now tliat she's upturned every thing, may be 
dhe'tl be asy herself," and so she was, for 
kneeling with her face to the wall, she com- 
menced gabbling over her prayers "to keep 
her employed," as she said, till his Reverence 
came in. Dora, to beguile the time, entered 
into conversation with Martin. 

" Martin, was there any news stirring this 
morning ?" 

" Nothing worth much, Miss; it's very 
dead for news now, on account that Mary-Uie- 
Mant's gone to Wasford, and Mrs, Murphy-,^ 
(oh what a Bnc spoken woman thai is) lu# 
jist got two young ones that keeps her widin ; — 
and the poor widdy Mooncy's out o' sorts. I 
wish ye'd jiat say a kind word for her, the 
cratur, to his Reverence, Miss, dear ; may be 
w, whin he's lakin' his punch aftluV 
spoke to her from the altap] 




i 
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last Stmday, on account of her havin' tasted 
'^something besides new milk in the momins, 
poor thing! She has a wake head^ and a 
warm heart, and a nimble tongue (not that 
ahe's by any manner o' manes as fine spoken a 
woman as Mrs. Murphy — ^far from it), but ony 
way, she's almost ashamed to let the bames o' 
day see her face ; sure she can't help her wake 
head, the sowl ! and shell niver recover— barr- 
ing you spake the soft word for a poor dis- 
tressed neighbour." 

** Oh, Martin, you know she is always 
tipsy." 

** Oh no, 'pon my conscience. Miss, she 
niver takes more nor a noggin afore breakfast, 
and ony way she can't help it — it's the nature 
o' the cratur. Oh do spake the good word." 
'^ Martin, did Lavery get the saddle back ?" 
'' Och thin I knew I had somethin' to tell 
ye ; aye, sure enough it came of itself seem- 
ingly; sated quiet and civil at the door this 
momin' ; and it's Friar Donovan, Jack Lavery 
may thank for that, for Jack complained it to 
him, how he lost his beautiful saddle as good 
as new, for his father bought it a little afore 
he died, and 'tis not much above ten years 
agone, and what signifies the few times it was 
crossed, an' it a Dublin saddle. So, Frtar 
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Donovan, like a good L'briatmn, didn't wish die 
)>uor man to be at tlie loss of the saddle, and 
HO, say» he, an' he prachiog for Father Clancy 
ill the chapel of itathasgan, says be (he's a 
powerful man) auya he — I know the boy tbat 
stole thikt saddle (as well he might, for T knew 
bim myself) and what's more, says he, if he 
that baa it, does not return it to honest Jack 
Lavery afore to-morrow night, he'll be riding 

upou that same saildle through ; I ax 

y'er pardon, it's not lit for a young lady to 
bear ; only it's the Divil'a coort he meant, and 
Raid it out plump and plain in the face of the 
congregation — he'll be riding through the very 
hot place afore this day week, says he, if he 
dus'n't return it immadiately ; and sare enough 
•Fiick has got tlie saddle, for it was sated 
ijuietiy down at his own door the next raomin' i 

" Well, Martin, I am glad of it. Any moiv*J 
news ?" ( 

" Oh, nothin' particular, only ye hardr-i 
no doubt, how discontented Father O'Shna 1 
(God be good to him), was, at being buried I 
■n the black North, whin his own people I 
had sich comfortable lodging in thi 
place, and how he came to bii' brother Mick, theiH 
farmer, and Mick, says be, how d'ye think l^ 
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can lie asy in that wet, could damp hole they 
put me in, and all my people so snug in their 
own place; take meup, says he — (Och, Molly, 
ye need not stare, for it's as thrue as the beads' 
in y'er hand) ; take me up, says he, and pui 
me in warm herring ground, for if ye don't. III 
give ye no pace, and ye'U have no luck, to lave 
your brother, and he a Priest, in such a 
sitiation. Stale me away, says he. Now, to be 
sure, the brother knew that it was far from 
right to take a Priest from the herring ground 
of his flock, where he was placed so proper, 
facing his congregation aginst the day of 
judgment. Nevertheless, what must be — ^must 
be — so they stole him off in the dead o' the 
night, and settled him comfortable in the ould 
church-yard yonder, in the middle of his own 
people ; it cost a power o' money, but niirer 
mind, he's asy now." — 

** I dare say," continued Martin,, after a 
long pause, '' it was jist sich a night as this 
that the bitter desolation came upon the ancient 
fine ould town of Bannow ; for no doubt. Miss 
I^ory, you that has such laming knows that 
there's an entire town under thim sand-hills. 
The sea rushed in one night, and all the craturs 
o' sinners asleep, quite innocent like, were kilt 
and spilt. And when the sea went back to its 
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own pliica, bad lack to it I the storm cams; 
and the sand heaped in moon tains over the deit 
town: and, barring the church, that was on* 
high hill, ivery living house was kivered oveTi 
only one chimbly, that used to retom a bnia 
rough mimber, before the Union and Lai^t 
Castlereagh, and the likes o' thini, murdei 
onld Ireland tntirely." 

" But the proof, Martin, the proof?" 
quired Dora, laughing. 

" Is it proof ye'r wanting, my darlint MisaT 
why, isn't the town to the fore, nnder^onnd ^ 
and isn't there in Waxford city, the books ti' 
prove that as good as six streets in the ontA 
tiiwnofBannow, paid cess, and ty the, and toUit 
and the cockle strand, where the girleeni 
picking cockles ? sure, that's a proof ; for il% 
out o' that the sand come. The gintry tdk 
of digging it up and unkivering the sunk hoi 
But those that have money don't care, andi 
those that have not, why they can't, ye kncUll' 
Ye have seen the curious font inside the chnroltf 
the rain-water that falls in it is holy of HX 
self — Lord save us ! Father Grashby, yfe 
know, said it was a shame to lave such a beaiH^ 
tiful cut atone in an ould church ; and l^ 
without saying so much as ' by y'er lavo ' tl 
Priest or Minister, he claps the blessed rel" 
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in his own new chapel tin miles off, as quiet as 
any thing. To he sure ye mind whin the whole 
parish cried shame, and such a hulla-hoo-loo 
as there was ! the women skreetching for the 
dear life, and saying (true for 'em), that the 
luck was gone for iver and iver from us : but 
the very nixt night — (now, Ma'm, don't be 
always skitting that way : I ax y'er pardon, but 
it's not what I'd expict from the likes o' you, 
to trate holy things so ; and what I'm telling 
is as true as gospel. I'd take my bible-oath 
of it) — ^the very nixt night such a storm as you 
niver heard, nor any one else; and a bur-r r, 
boo-boo-b-o-o-o, through the air ; and the font 
went over the house tops and the trees, like 
k shot, whirring and bubbling, and bright as a 
star, and lit all along through the sky by the 
dazzling candles of the good people before and 
behind, shouting chirming, and making such 
sweet music, through the whirlwind, and foir 
and softly, they niver stopped till they placed 
the font in its ould place, and whir and away 
the charmers, to their homes in the blue bells, 

and the rose-buds, and the wather foam " 

'* Lord save us I" ejaculated Molly, and mut- 
tered her prayers faster than ever. A long pause 
ensued, and, half asleep, Dora inquired if there 
had been a dance at the Public that evening. 



" Sorra a one," replied Martiii, " whin I 
came away. 1 just looked in a miait, Phil 
Waddy, aud y'er cousin Brian, and one or two 
more, were there ; and, by the same token. 
Raking Phil lias a wicked look a.bout the 
eyes whin he's crossed." 

" I never saw him look wicked," replied 
Dora quickly. " He always looked so kind 
and good tempered, and^ — ■" 

A loud knocking prevented Dora's fintshJDg 
her sentence. Shag and his companion gavo 
each one bark, and then ran wagging their, 
tails to the door. 

All were un their feet in a moment; before 
Martin conld hold the bridle rein. Father 
Mike (for it was he), had dismounted, and 
with unwonted alacrity, entered the kitchen 
without tlie usual salutation of " God save all _ 
here." 

" Dear uncle," said Dora, taking his hand 
as he sat down " let me take off this coat, what 
is the matter, sure something has happened ye ; 
speak my dear uncle!" And tlie affectiouats. 
girl unbuttoned the collar ; then suddenly ,■ 
starting back, exclaimed " Good God ! here » 
is blood, wet blood, upon y'er cravat! dear, 
dear uncle, you are hurt— hurt." And poor 
Dora, who did not possess much mental or bo- 
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dily strength, nearly fainted on her uncle's 
ann. The old Priest kissed her forehead^ 
font it was some moments before he could re* 

m 

ply. At length he said 

" It is nothing child ; a mere nothing ! the 
bough of a tree broken by the storm, scratched 
me here as it fell ;" and he pointed to his throat, 
where more collected witnesses would easily 
have perceived a broken bow could not have 
harmed him ; it satisfied, however, the inno- 
cent Dora, and the stupid Molly : and in a few 
minutes the Priest was seated at the table. 

" You don't eat, sir," said Dora, " you have 
perhaps supped at Mr. Herriott's, or at one 
of the farmers ?" 

** No, my dear." 

** Then you do not like the beef." 

** Thank Grod, child, it is very good." 

** Well, let me make you some punch, nice 
whisky punch ; here's hot water, sugar, white 
sugar, M ye want ; and ye know, I'm a capital 
hand." 

*' I know ye'r as dear to me, Dory, as ever 
bom child was to father or mother. Make wiiat' 
ye please for yer old uncle. Molly, you and 
the boys may go to bed ; I shan't be long, and 
it'B Tuesday momin' by this time." 

** Hadn't Miss betther go to bed?" inquired 
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Molly, " snre I'll sit Hp and do whattvcr^ 
wanted will all pleasure, as in duty boond, plsM 
y'er Reverence." 

" No, Molly, do you go." Motly retired^ 
and after a short pause Father Mike spoke. 
" Dory, dear! have ye said y'er prayers t* 

" No, Sir.'' 

" Kneel down then love, at my knee, at 
ye've done, off and on, since my poor aisttf 
died, and that's more than fourteen years agoy 
ye'U be seventeen y'er next birthday." 

Dora smiled, and knelt as she was desired. 

" Stop! before you begin child, take » 
ohtigation on yourself, to answer truly to every 
woi-d I question, when ye've done ; there, dont 
blush so ; my sister's child, T know, has nothing 
to hide from her confessor, and friend." 

Dora prayed in tremulous accents, and 
perhaps she never looked so lovely as at 
that moment; her brown hair — long — thidL 
— and somewhat curled, hung over but did 
not conceal the expression of her upturned 
face; her eyes were half closed, and the lids 
were beautifully fringed with dark laithes; her 
complexion, though somewhat embrowned, 
was delicate, and the lower part of her face, 
partieularly her quivering lip, expreued feel- 
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iDgs aa yet DmleSned, but powerful: the 
Priest's arms were crossed on his bosom, and 
when bis eyes rested on the child of hia 
adoption, his lips moved with the increased 
earnestness of heartfelt prayer. 

" Now, Dora, ait down ; not on that low 
seat, ye'r always cronehing at my feet like a 
frightened hare ; — when Philip Waddy was 
here yesterday morning, what did he say to 
you? keep y'er hand from y'er face, and an- 
■wer me !" 

" Say, uncle V 

" Yes, child, say." 

" Why he said that it was a very fair morn- 
ing." 

" Any thing else?" 

" Oh, yes ! he asked me if I was to be at 
Mary Goharty's wedding next week, and— 
and — if — it was a very foolish question, uncle," 

" Well dear, what was it?" 

" Why only — if — I'd like to be at my own 
wedding?" 

" Well, and what did ye say ?" 
' " I said — notbing, sir." 

" Did he not ask ye any thing else f" 

" Only if 1 loved my cousin Brian better 
than him." 

" And what did you reply V 
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" Oh, said Dora, smiling, I said I loved 
lirian ten times better; and he got qnito 
angry." 

" Indeed ! and is it tme, Dora, that ye love 
Brian the best ?" 

The girl spread her hands over her face ; 
her throat coloured deeply, as she mormnred 
" No." 

" Dora," said Father Mike, " it is very nn- 
likely that you will ever see Philip Waddy 
again, but if ye should," — and his small 
grey eye kindled by some hidden fire, as 
he spoke, looked dazzlingly bright, as it 
sparkled from under his dark-gathered brows, 
" if ye should see him, as ye value my last 
blessing, as ye value my last cvrte, shua him, 
fly from him, look not on him ; the thunder of 
God will pursue, and overtake him, for he ia — " 

" Remember!" said a voice both toud and 
deep. 

The Priest started from his seat; with one 
arm folded the terriRed girl to his bosom, and 
with the other seized the knife that lay upon 
the table before him. Within the apartment 
all was still as the grave, except Shag, who 
sprang to the half-closed shatter, but neither 
growled nor barked. The Priest placed Dora 
on the chair from which he had risen, advanced 
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to th« window with a firm step, carefully bolted 
it, a<id then returned to where his niece, the 
yietim of many contending feelings, retained a 
perfect consciousness of all that passed, but 
nearly deprived of reason by terror. 

She was at length roused by her uncles af- 
fectionate kindness, and retired to her cham- 
ber, where a passionate burst of tears relieved 
her. Young, inexperienced, and perfectly ig- 
norant of the ways of the world, Dora Hay 
might have been truly called the child of 
nature ; she had lost her mother at the mo- 
ment she entered into existence, and her uncle 
adopted the friendless infant ; (her father had 
died some months before) and poured on it, 
the afi*ections of a heart that yearned for an 
object on whom it could bestow especial love. 
Dora certainly deserved all he could give, for 
never was child more devotedly attached to 
parent than Dora was to her uncle ; when he 
was at home, she followed his footsteps, list- 
ened to his words, and treasured up his in- 
struction, with the greatest eagerness and at- 
tention ; and when absent, she thought almost 
only of what she could do to promote his hap- 
piness on his return. He was indeed her sole 
instructor, and, as he had received the advan- 
tages of a more polished education than falls 
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to the lot of the Priesthood generally, hi^mg 
resided at Paris during 'the old regime, his 
niece had the full benefit of all his advan- 
tages ; — although it must be confessed he was 
not very competent to give lessons in the usual 
female acquirements. He instructed her in 
French ; nature directed her how to sing, ^and 
that most sweetly, the wild airs of her native 
land ; every Irish girl dances intuitively; and 
Martin taught her all the legends, and interest- 
ed her in all the superstitions of the country. 
Dora had faults too; — ^next to her uncle's 
opinion, she thought her own better than 
any other; and, like most girls, wSis vain of 
her beauty. The farmers' daughters, she 
deemed, too ignorant to be her companions ; 
and the young ladies in her immediate neigh- 
bourhood, to confess the truth, were somewhat 
(I am sorry for it, but it is true,, neverthe- 
less) haughty, so that Dora had no friend of 
her own sex ; but she had, what perhaps 
she thought better — two lovers — her distant 
cousin, Brian, and Raking Phil Waddy. — 
Brian was a steady, well principled youth, 
of a slight and rather genteel appearance — 
gentle withal, except when he partook of that 
inflaming spirit, which has been one of the 
most destroying curses on the land ; and then 
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ho was rasii and unguarded ; lie had aen'ed 
au apprenticesliip to a stone mason, near the 
Priest's, and was about to set up in business 
tor himself- Any young man might have loved 
Dora for her own sake ; hut as she was consi- 
<lered "a for tun," would nodoubt be sought for 
by many. " Kaking Phil Waddy " was the 
third son of a half gentleman — a noxious s|ie- 
cies, almost peculiar to Ireland; these half 
gentry are whole idle, and on tlio streng^di 
of tlieir relationship to some rich family, or on 
the [prospect of, at some future period, being 
rich themselves; they exist without any visi- 
ble means of support, escept what they "gen- 
leely" beg ; not thai thoy are ill dressed, or ill 
fed, far from it ; tliey go from house to house, 
relying upon the famed hospitality of the 
owners, and always manage to claim relation- 
ship with the opulent, who, " for the sake of 
the family," will not sulTer them to wear a 
shabby appearance. The females of this spe- 
cies, make cKcellent toadys, and the males, 
chorus-laughs, draw corks, tell lies, smuggle 
occasionally, thrash bailiifs, aednce innocent 
girls, and end their lives generally, for it can- 
not always last, either in New South Wales, 
or in a jail. Phil's father as yet had done 
neither; he dwelt some eight miles from 
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Father Mike's, wtth WMift>l»h», IWd j»M% 
time potsened boft^ mm l tei iPlJ J NW ii i Jil t 
who was now me jifK |M|#t j«i^*t9ai|ilMfa« 
house by the w^if^,W*¥m^Jltmm^^ 
the thistte itrove »|:,niiWtoiar, »» «yi»m iP|i ^ 
the bitterness and Mg^4JM^^tffg^ mtllk 
nncomfortable dwelling, t Mf^ nn ^ l l^^fmiii 
agreed bntnpon 90^ snl^iMfc^iHm^^ 
they were well ooi^neetef^ it i^^ fllKtoiM^ 
sible to pat their sons (Mmf^Jx ARMBHII 
no daughters) to any, lyiisii|fmii.mfti#lllM«b 
they were nice looking ll^i«flmr»piWMid^ 
from one house to anoltber, IP# ^W'WM ltl ia A l 
commissions either in tl^^.AU|}Qnor»rMM!^>in^^ 
They were received by a S^ ™*y(iW»BWt^r 
able families, but there w^ !^,,flV>^»^im¥h» 
thing, inexpressible, yetiQlt,;4hat )vwg,41IWI 
their character, more particuJbJr)y^ld(^t(,^jPlljffl 
lip; be seemed a rattling, lively fc^ow^gjUf^l 
with much talent, and foremost w|th,|ive jeftfii 
A relative wished him to study the JnWyPHIflj 
placed him with a very eminent solicitgiirfWrf 
Dublin , for the purpose ; he returned S009 M^^fUt^n 
to his father's house ; no one knew why; hut tlusit 
shadow had deepened over him. In person.shf^; 
was not so stout as he was muscular; hap httir 
was light, his forehead well proportioned^ Ji^-. 
lip smiling, his eye, in unguarded moments, \flf0i^ 
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a cat's, — fierce and prowling. Dora's fortune 
attracted his attention ; as to love, he knew it 
not ; the word flew often from his lip, but it 
sprung not from his heart ; he had read of a 
new philosophy too, and because he was quick 
sighted enough to discern the errors of Cathol- 
icism, he grasped at the belief that there was 
no religion that ought to interfere between his 
passions, and their gratification. The spring 
budded, the summer glowed, the autumn yield- 
ed her fruit, and the winter — the seasons' night 
T— afibrded leisure for reflection; yet Philip 
heeded neither their beauty nor their useful- 
ness, for he had said in his heart ** there 
is no God !" He was too cunning to give 
utterance to those thoughts, and made even 
Father Mike believe that he would settle down 
into a steady man ; he visited frequently at 
his house ; as he said, to benefit by his instruc- 
tion. The Priest, however, perceived Dora's 
kindly feelings towards him; and was not 
inclined to encourage them ; Brian was much 
more likely to make her lastingly happy, from 
the correctness and uniformity of his con- 
duct. 

On the morning of the day we have just re- 
corded. Father Mike was pacing leisurely 
along the high road leading to Ross, when 

VOL. II, F 
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hfal kiiiAmany Brian, met him wilh the tahfr^ 
tation. 

** I was jast stepping ddwn to ye/ Sir, to 
spake a unord that's very heavy at my if eart 
Y<ML know that ever since she was a child 
youVe said, I might wear her if I conld inn 
her, when she grew up, hut there'j noiohanee 
of it as h)ng as that rattling fellow, Phil, with 
bis coaxii^ words, and his laming».'aiidhia 
fine clothes, is at her side. And I jist wanted 
to ax y'er Reverence if I might take .upon me 
to tell him to keep his distance, and tbett I 
should have some chance.'^. . -i .1. 

''. TV ho .are you speaking of Brian V. 

" Oh ye know very well, who but my — — 
I wish ye'd marry us out of hand, and let her 
be, indeed, my dear little Dora, &ure^ she 
could lead me with a halter o' snow." 

*' There are two words to that, or indeed, 
I may say, but one, and that's her's, for mine 
ye have, and my heart along with it« As to 
Philip, he is a wild rattling boy, and a 
stranger, but he would not do an imhaadsome 
turn for the King's ransom, to my thinking ; 
only to be sure girls do fancy odd chaps some* 
times, and I'll just tell him my mind•'^ 

'' For the love of God, leave me to do tfaat^ 
Sir," said Brian, earnestly, << don't meddle nor 
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iiiuk« with hkiiy neither haif -nor whole law- 
yer^ are good for much, and I'll spake to hitti 
ttlyselt" -• •' ■-' '■■■' '^''* 

■'*f Well dmie, Brian^ niy bOy M' replied 
Father Mike, k«^ing. ' «^ So you think your- 
self more fit to deal with a bit of a la^er, 
fan, who^flire imly two-and^twenty, than me, 
ail old •sober lellow who has seeift dnmmers 
tiire#seore-and-^o> pAs» ov^r his grey head. 
Ayeiy^e did story, youth and inexperience^ 
v^fgfutge and wisdom.'^ Thi^ Priest laughed 
a^fMti, and Brian,' with a serious aspect, laid 
his hand on the bridle-rein Und said,-^ 

" Sir, th^re^s inore nbontthat fiellow'than 
you beliey^." Als'I'att' a- living soul; he meddles 
dlkd ftiakM wi^ lAoi^ timn eo/bsariis hiih;'' 

« Th^t^ agaih*, ite^, ye think y'erself 
sharper thatti' 'Ibe, )^it-beeituse yeV a little 
jeAiotisof 'Philip. Ah! when I'wks young, 
b€jfo#b I was' Priesled I itM like you, but 
lioti^^thete's Philip I deckre^^^bnt look like 
a IhA^er-sterm."' 

" I will see you to-ni^t, Sir, lit eight, if 

ycjti will'be at home," replied Brian, hastily, 

'<-g#od bye,'*--— he was going t6 ciit intb a path^ 

which crbfhied-some pasture-land, when Father- 

Mfk^, tn an' trathoritatire tone, ordered him> 

te'^topi, Itfid not to run as if ** old Nick was at 

F 2 
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Ills heeh.* Acordingly; Brian met Phil 
illH><mc«raled dislike. While PhiUp 
widi gracious tnreetiiess, inquired' kindly^ailei: 
Dohi, and with an unconstrained and'^evcki 
careless manner, ga^e the ** fareweU •khidUy/' 
and passed on. » . • i - 

*' That fellow's a match for the ' Deirtl* and 
Lord Castlereagh,"' muttered Briany^^f(bat 
ibr all that I'll be a match for him,-€leTer>4iii 
' he is. I'm just thinking, y^er BiC^ereiicd^^lie 
commenced after a short pause, '^ that- 44it 
chap's never without his fowling-pieee lately ; 
sure the sporting season's over." 

'' 111 tell ye what, Brian, I'll not listen to 
any thing you have to say in your present 
humour, come over this evening and we'll 
both talk it out. There, don't torment me 
now with your nonsense, go your ways, and 
let me be at peace, though ye can't be - so 
yourself, or I'll tell Dora what a discontented 
temper you possess." So saying, the Priest 
rode on, and after the lapse of a few moments 
Brian pursued his way. 

The evening advanced very slowly in the 
lover's opinion, and when he left his work and 
got to Carrick, on his way to Father Mike's, 
he found it was only five o'clock. Martin,, 
whom he had met, told him that Miss Dora was 
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^ ^ »thB village, and he stationed hinUieljf.iii the 

^"liulow of the p^blic-hoa8e, thinking the 
^Wld pass that way, and that he could walk 
ie with her. At last a neighbour induced 
''nM to take one, only one, glass of whisky '* to 
:eep up his heart." And then, another pre- 
« VBiled <m him to take part of a tumbler of 
^•^•Teal Cork" that wouldn't hurt a new- 
it^'' bom baby^ and was as mild as new milk. 
Tfff* And after that poor Brian needed no farther 
iiifitessiiig. '* Let the Devil in and he'll keep 
;' tile castle;" and so it was. Glass succeeded 
P glass, and at last, when Brian was more than 
' half tipsy, Philip Waddy entered. He ap- 
rpeared in high spirits, and drew near the 
( !place where Brian and his friends were sitting. 
Brian at first resolved to hold his peace, and 
■keep his thoughts to himself, but some re- 
marks that Waddy made annoyed him, and with 
the restless feeling of drunkenness he seemed 
anxious to engage in a quarrel. Philip on the 
contrary appeared wishful to avoid it. And 
their companions, Irish like, always anxious 
f)r ** a row," thought him by far too peaceable; 
" Come my boys," said Waddy, ** I'll give 
ye something to drink upon, here goes ; oh ! 
I bar wather, it shall be the pure whisky; 
what, Brian, you must drink it, fill, fill." 
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*'J. wont," replied Brian» *' I have jut 
taken enough, and there is nothing, as Fa^ier 
Mike says, so much to he thought of inea 
young -man, aiH-sobriety." 

A long loud laugh followed this speech, «iid 
Philip continued^ — ^' 

" Never mind — up hoys that wont 'flinch 
from a glass, or the health of a pretty girl.. 
N^w with three-times-three,'as theyiuedui 
say in our Dublin cluh, long life, health and 
beauty for ever to Dora O'Hay." 

In an instant Brian stood up, ' his cheek 
flushed, and he hastily inquired, what right 
Phil Waddy had to name Dora CFHiiy after 
that fashion? 

•'' Now Brian, my boy, keep cool ; I suppose 
I've a right to name a giri I love, and one who 
I've positive proof dos'nt hate me> when and 
where I please, so take it asy." 

" Ye lie," said Brian, fiercely, ** ye've np 
proof that she loves ye — ^ye'r a false liar!" 

Phil was not brave, but he made a show of 
pourage, advanced towards Brian with his fists 
clenched, and then backed, observing, ** H ye 
wer'nt her coudin, by the powers, I'd tear ye 
limb from limb !" 

" lai tell ye what, Phil Waddy, ye think 
y'erself a gintleman ; gintleman, indeed! the 
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ftira^pings o* the gintry I and ye thuUc pqpple 

aretftfoaiKl of ye, but ye'r mutakea; ^Qd.rjyi 

^ ^U/ye, what ye are, and tbeae honest xnez^tp 

'*' the fore! ye'r no betther than a.well-T^res^^ 

' heiSgac, and when ye hear the dinner-beU ring 

^ at the grand honses, in ye go, and then ait at 

ttk0.%t o' the table, and ate^ and drii^k what 

' j^A^Moon to work for. But it's. not .the wor^; 

Xpqidd'Say that of yon, Phil Waddy, that 'ufl 

plaoOtyiQ.aa high as the gallows top, if ye were 

as grand as Colcloagh, and make ye a thjng that 

the orowi and .the raven would turn frpm, for 

svretnator 'ud'tell them that even y'er corpse 

was p<M60ned with the badness o' y'er shriveled 

heart; only .mind the ould vault in Pane's 

Casilei^ ittd who ye aiet there, and what ye said 

last Mmtday was a ;week ; but never heed, J'd 

seem to turn informer; only as to Dora O'B^ 

I warn ye lave her, the vulture and the wopd* 

^uest 'ud be bad oompanions." 

So sttjringp.- Brian strode. out of the poblicr 
house, and Waddy mad0 lio Mtempt to follow; 
even if Brian's threat moved him he con^aled 
it effectually from his half-drunken companions* 
although some .of them afterwards pceti^nded 
to remember, when tl^e occurrences of tl^at 
evening were referred to, that Wad4y's. eyes 
glared fearfully, and tj^at hb lips, grew pale. 
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Again they drank of the ]»qnid'fire» amk mi^ 
of the party were able to call to mindfathviiit 
honr, exactly » Waddy departed; long, etifHuaif 
he did not remain. The snow was MUAg) thioki^ 
round him, bnt it had- not obliteratitdiilMii(Mit» 
marks of one> who wended a somewhat xnMitcndy 
pace towards the Priest'a dweUiBg^<tiilnll0 
hill. Near the village there* weremaiiy pfeiolA 
on the whitened surface, bnt-aa^thtttflil^ 
twinkled more faintly in ihe cotts^wiiulovit 
there was bat one track distijigiusbaikl»4i3|i' tkto 
light of a moon somewhat obsomred hyiiMiita^ 
but opaque clouds. Waddy kciption Ibe?«cto4 
like a blood-hound> his gtm-fWaa.ftliiQg-faerMfel 
his shoulder, and in his raghtihaadfae oarried-il 
stout stick: the shadow: of a huge bkcb-tboril 
tree crossed his pa&, he stopped, sprung- aaid 
its branches, and bore down a thick and knotted 
bow ; hastily he tore off the slighter tn^iga, aad 
flinging his former staff or^r the hedge^ finnljfi 
grasped tbe one he had just gathered^' <>Thci 
next shadow he perceived was moving onwards^ 
and his speed increased as he thought to him** 
self ** I was right, I knew there was somue. one 
in the linder^vault; and, from its size, thene 
could have been but one!" and the murmur of 
a low but fiend-like laugh mingled with^thci' 
whistling wind, and then he thought, ^^fool. 
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ibol, fbol, not to keep his own oonnsel !^ Brian 
inard not the footstep/ it leU lightly, — ^his 
thoughts were with Dora, they 'were seated in 
fiiAcy at the Priest's cheerful fire^ and he almost 
imagined he could hear the soft music of her 
eVening song, at the very moment when the 
«|urderou8 cluh was raised for his destruction ; 
iMrdv hard it fell, and the heart was aroused 
it&m its trance, and the hody was gravelling in 
Ihe-snow; harder, and yet more hard, and then 
^ke crackling sound of the crushed skull-hones; 
and the warm-oozing, and out-pouring of the 
fed hlood, on the fair white rohe that. covered 
Ae 'earth ; then, as the murderer, like a second 
68in^ stood over the prostrate dead, came the 
liaflty trampling of a horse, and Father Mike 
ismied from a grove of tall fir-trees that joined 
the toad and scowled on the hlack deed, the 
first within man^s memory that had ever been 
perpetrated there--4n an instant, before Waddy 
could move hand' or foot, the Priest sprung 
off his^ horse, and grappled twith him ; the 
moon shone brightly forth, as if to show the 
unequal struggle, for the aged man was over- 
powered, and his throat was pressed almost to 
^fifocation: the fiend, however, relaxed his 
hold, and spoke. 

" You are there, and you see what I have 
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done. Why didn't ye pasAon ;■ or^ irluit- 
broaght ye to y'er own deaA ? *'$f9ythfl9t:Wm 
ont; stir hand or foot, aad this endB^tf^ 
and he drew » pistol from Uft boa#Di..^i1)«iflJl, 
ahy I'm not Priest-ridden^ aAdihiikkjM; little 
of one sort of earth as. of another. 4>mlyibelr 
ye. Father Mike; in CoanaeUoriEiiitoiii'«v^4qdt 
(and a superstitions old dog he wa»)^>/iimft lilt' 
pi^rs, that if shown, would have^him^iSM 
ont and ont, many's the day a^a ym4fl 
for what — ^for in y'er yonng daysn^ie 
bitter enough against Grovernment^:*. WtfH^ilVa 
good to have more pocket ipistolS'.ih«Baittl^;ijflfc 
I took them and a few otkers .tfa«t,4nightHit«iti 
me at a pinch, and would never be missed ]Mml> 
as the matter's as good as forgotten ; and so ^se 
see, Holy Father, you tell, and hang mel attd 
I tell and hang you. . It^ud be/eaaidr to>aflttfei|ie> 
here, but I don't Gare.to.dothat,:soiifi(yk>u'dbJiMr 
me; alone I'll let you .alone-^^therei >|ogtKiff-4> 
but mark, there- are those in the : neat rbaiaoDjE^ 
that if a ^nger is raised against me,vdon'ieIk« 
a traneen for Priests, ; 'Bishops, Cardinale^ leti 
Pope; never mind^^no care of yoanla^cftalii 
mak-e that feel again," and he pushed his^loMti 
against the stiffening body of poor Brianu^ onnrf 
which Father Mike had stooped. '* So liMlA, 
for ycmr immortality!" » ' . :-^ 
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■ ' The nforderer did not atter another word, 
b«t tamed -into the little wood that skirted 
the road. 

'father Mike deliberately mounted his horse, 
and ' paced slowly homewards ; the horrid 
mtents that pressed upon his v hrain almost 
^m&ffHvmd him of reason. Brian dead — Waddy 
A^ murderer — the struggle — the papers; rat 
tUv moment the thought flashed across his 
flDBd that he could not be twice tried for the 
0«ae offenoe. Still he writhed under the 
poweMul coil of the serpent he had fostered 
aiMl belHeBded ;• in ihiis state of mental wrotoh- 
^dnesa^ I uncertain how to act, he arrived at his 

•nLet^na leav^ihis fearful incident pf our 
tiilia for.' a; while,i^ to relate a few of the cir* 
cunutalneei' that led t^^ the dreadful occurrence 
^Hndh,' for ' the first lime within the memory 
of lAian, 'liad' 4aid an indelible stain on the 
parish of fianno#.' «- :) 

}The ■ fact ^was, before the Irish Reign of 
Terror of 11708, Father Mike^ like many qf^the 
liomish' €lergy, had entered into a clandestine 
oorttespottdeitcv wtdi foreign Powers ; this had 
been; suspected, and after the rebellion he was 
arNAgned on the charge of high treason. 
Proof, however, was wanting, and it was be- 
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lieved that ConiiseUor Finlon, <vho: efmAulsd 

the prMecution, had been i&d«oedito«iifl|irg|8 

the principal evidence against himp tUiy im- 

ever, was merely toapidon.- ' Father Mik#r^idls 

aeqnitted,' returned to his ' parish mpiph wfMr 

than when he left it^ and aftenrarda {^i9fd 

his good sense bj never meddling .in* ptMifify: 

and te party- feeling died: avaiy, > lua impeaiik- 

HMnt was almost fcNrgottenw :-(ir:tfffe^9« 

It lias been seen that poor Brian* wasrjilsli- 

fied-hi thinking- so ill-of'Waddy^'ibatDhii'jMs 

most imprudent in applying his infiMrm^oiL as 

he *did. The horror which tbtiiowtfr andf md^ 

dling olass of Irish havo'df deHriiiiBig^tfMaytMie 

up to the violated laws of their coniUriy^isita 

fearfal source of evil ;< indeed, in >lhe'.iiio^t 

civilised parts of the island^ thiS' feeling, still 

exists. An old Tuinr, called -Datiefa^ C^sUf ,■ 

was on the estate* of a gentlemaik in the nteigli- 

bourhood, and as it was crumbling < >fafit |o 

decay, he wished to have it pulled ^ down. 

Brian, in his capacity of mason, had' ^ikfin 

en^g^d to btiild and repair some offices ^abomt 

his house, was directed to examinei'oliie 

stones of the castle, and inform him if they 

could be us^fdlly employed in the new bvild- 

ing ; the relic of olden times was far from -my 

'dwelling, and even the few cattle that uded 'to 
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•vheHter-benetith its walls had lately deserted it 
"(Some scattered brush-wood grew around it, 
ttid die strong ivy might be said to repay its 
'former support by keeping the mouldering 
^rulii together. Eyening was closing when 
'^BfiaH went to inspect it; he thought it 
MnkMit too late to see it distinctly, but then it 
#BS a ^* good step to go and come/' and after 
examining the outer stones, he descended into 
a little cell or cave which tradition said had 
b^en the abode of a pious Monk many centu- 
ries litgo ; the grey twilight stole tremblingly 
through the various apertures in the decayed 
wall and stony ceiling, and the mason was on 
the p6int of clambering up, when Waddy's 
'iroke struck upon his ear; he could not be 
!ifAid to suspect any thing, yet he stood motion-r 
iesd, 'and' h^ard -him in earnest conversation 
#ith' s'^tnu^er, one not of the province of 

Lei»Ate:ip/ ^ 

• ^^Theyi can't have got scent of me," said 

Philips ! '' it's morally imppssible ; however, 

it'll be a lesson to the rest not tbo be lettin' their 

land to new tenants^r" 
. f * I think," replied the other, << we could have 

warned ,them off, only ye advised the bumin' ; 

and to be>sure.tl^fire was nothin' else for it, 

ivheiLiOftcf the- robbc^-y Yas finished,' for they 
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mil knew us. How were ye ilreF- boek in 
time?" 
*< Oil ! the mare's worth a miljfjbn J sbe> 

prime; 'tisn't the first time, nor wonth^ tbp 

last, I made my neighbour's horse do thi^ tfun: 

and the best of it is, when Sam Cwish foitiul 

her warm in the momin', he seta off U^ thie>ifise 

man for a charm: and there's a. fapnio-eibpe 

nailed to the door ; for he swears the. ^ipaxf^ 

are after Black Bess!" , : . :,,,>,^. 

« Welly Phil ! ye'r stroQg and hearty.: ,1 
own the job was almost top much' for m^.J^. 
can't bear finishing the innocent women, und 
childer." '■..■*-., 

'' Oh, I thought y'ed better : sense than 
that. Sure it puts 'em onto' pain. But what I 
wanted to say most to you is, how we're 
to manage when this place comes down — : 
(there 'ud be fine pickings in the house that 
owns it, but I'll have no hand in any thing. :Sii 
near home) ; you know this is a very conve- 
nient place to stow any little thing the Roving 
Jenny puts in, till we send it off. Bridges 
Chamber's too exposed ; this is far from the 
sea to be sure, yet it is lonely — however, 
we'll talk more about it; there's nothing hid 
away now, and that sop of a fellow, Brian, 
'11 foe looking here for the sake of the stones 
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to-menDw I suppose; however, yoH step to 
tiie Publio and hear the news — they're ahnost 
tired of talking of the burning in the county 
H'aterford/' 

' Even' whien the echo of their footsteps died 
kwttff Bf^eai could hardly believe the reality 
(Otf'^faat.he hul heard, and he resolved to keep 
ftttrttitiself until a fit opportobity occurred <Mf 
kittening it to his Father Confessor, and 
asking his advice. His imprudence at the 
publit-hottse' eost him his life, for Philip was 
assured he knew his secret. 

' When' Father 'Mike returned to his home 
after the dreadful scene he had witnessed, he 
WftI' YoIlcW^l^ 111 the distance by the murderer, 
Whbv-UtUMigU"6e thx)ught the Priest suffi- 
cihitGty in' ^ his' pbw'er, feared that something 
migift' indtK^ him to deliver hiin up to justice. 
Tf^ glttttttieriiig 'light fr^m tSbJe kitchen win- 
dow atti^cted his atteiition, and he carefully 
watched Ifate movements' within, until Ab mo- 
ittdAt Whto Fitther Mike was abotit to call him 
whdt he de<<«rved; in Ac prenence* of Dora, 
H<^'renlAine^ otitside the house like a prowling 
wolf after the shutter had been fastened, and 
at1ettgl9i saw-a single ray stream from Dora's 
witidew ; the demoniac thought flashed across 
his brain, that if he could speik to the itinocent 
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mnd affectionate girl, lie 'might win her Id biii 
purpose, and thus have vdoroble hold'oa- the 
Priest; the window aimost rested «i the top 
of a sloping roof, and was easy of aecesa; he 
erept op the thatch, and through the uneor- 
tained lattice, saw Dom sitting on the side of 
her small low 'bed, her head resting on her 
hand, her whole appearance betokening-nnidi 
and bitter sorrow^ ' He tapped at the window^ 
and she looked towards it, but with a bewilr 
dered ken, as if she hardly comprehended 
what it meant. • i 

'' Dora, dear Dora, hnsh! Sure ye know 
me, love I I just want to speak one word to 
you; there, don't be frightened — ^why should 
ye ; just open the window for one little minute." 

Dora moved towards it; her whole frame 
violently agitated ; she tried to speak, but the 
words died on her lip, and she motioned him 
to be gone. 

** No love, no, not till ye have heard me. 
Sure I'm y'er sweetheart, and will be y'er 
husband in spite of them all ; and now every 
one's asleep, theore's no harm in your speaking 
to one you love, my dearest." 

She drew still nearer the window, but utter- 
ance was denied her, and again she moved her 
hand for him to depart. 
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VII*' Undo the futening, loye/^t.lM r^ffeatod^ 
^%^ still she motioned him.awaj^': ** Then/' 
^vfudhe, *' as I mnst speak U^yon, you force ne 
"^ to<this»'' and urged by e?ery badi and unmanly 
^ pegsion, he hurst it open by one strong efibrt« 
^ fiora gave a £unt scream, and fell on the floor) 
^ hfOf. was in the act of entering, when litde 
' Martin threw open the ohamben door, .and 
pceaented to his breast a double-barreled gun 
that was nearly as long as the room^ 
.*■ .V I ax. y'er pardon, Mister Phil, but I ean't 
lielp it ; it comes quite nataral-like to purteot 
A) woman, and I jist take laye. to say that ye 
ehoose a mighty quare time £or visiting, parti- 
.Ifflar whin there's np -one to.resave ye— rlcnr 
Miss there ■ looks as dead as a door . naiL— <• 
Hulloo — ^huUoo — ^hullo^— 00*— o, all o' ye,'' 
and he sung out a tally-ho I ** Here's houses 
breaking, and fire, and Misa Dory dead — *f If 
ye stir hand or fut, MistherPhil (Fm heart 
sorry for ye, but ^it's thme. as Fm' little 
Martin) — ^ ytb stir 'hand «r fut, ye'r gone*-^ 
gone, hot-trot to the devil— ^' 

At this moment Father Mike rushed Into 
the apartment; enraged at. seeing his nieoe'> 
to all appearance dead on the floor, and Waddy 
balf in at the window,- forgetful of all circum- 
stances connected with hiniself,-^he aHiculated 
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in a voice rendered hoarse by Tiolent feeling- 
** Seixe— seize him ! — ^Martin — ^he is a nw- 
dererl" By this time I}ick, and anotfcer 
" working boy'' who lived in the house, W 
entered ; — ^the wretched man made an cftrt 
to escape by drawing back from the windof. 
Martin, howeTer, reaolred he shoold not ge» 
off so easily, and discharged his gun ; the fa 
took effect, and Philip rolled off the buildiig 
over which he had climbed but a few minntes 
before in perfect strength and fiend-like yigonr. 
Martin looked out of the window after hia, 
and quietly said, " he*s only a taste hurt— 4K)t 
kilt outright ; we'll step down and pick hia 
ap, and then y'er Reverence 'II tell as what 
to do wid him ; there. Miss Dora's a coming 
to herself, the darlint. God presarves his 
own!" 

Philip was badly wounded in the leg ; he 
would not suffer any dressing to be iqiplied, 
but sat the picture of sullen crime and obsti 
naey in the kitchen, which filled by degrees 
with the neighbouring peasantry — ^he neither 
spoke nor moved — ^when the Priest addressed 
him. he smiled ; such a smile !^»not like those 
of other days- 
it may be here necessary to state, that when 
Father Mike left his niece in her little cham- 
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ber, he went to the ladder-stair which led to 
Miurtin's dormitory, ajad called to him to arise ; 
in a moment Martin was with his master, and 
the Priest hastily told him that murder had 
been done in the neighbourhood — that as he 
una* coming home he had witnessed it — at 
(be same time carefully concealing that TVaddy 
WAS the perpetrator of so foul a deed ; he di- 
rected him to arouse the farming boys, and 
bring the body to the house. Martin obeyed, 
wiaely thinking that he ought to take hi^ gun, 
fund while in the act of loading it, Dora's faint 
scream broke upon his ear. 

When the bustle had subsided a little, the 
two young men, accompanied by three or four 
of the peasants, went to seek for the body of 
poor Brian ; Maxtin alone remained, his long 
gun resting on his knees, and his eye steadily 
fixed on Philip. 

The body of the murdered youthr was bi'ought 
in : as it passed Waddy, many believed it 
bled afresh — he starts from bis seat, and 
one thrill of bunuiu feeling seemed to rush 
through his frame. He gazed for an instant 
and then covered his face with his b&uds. 
They laid the oorpn^ on the .. long • t^le 
where, not two hours, .before^ the Priest's 
supper had rested ; and deep groans, and bittiM* 

g2 
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sobs, broke the quiet of the room. The mtir-^ 
derer sat apart, his wound still bleeding, while 
all looked upon him as a being accursed. 

The early morning saw the culprit in the 
hands of justice. When he was led forth, 
manacled, to the car that was to convey him to 
Wexford Jail, he turned to Father Mike, and, 
showing his wrists, said, in a deep under tone^ 
*• this is the liberty you promised!" 

<« I — I — " replied the Priest, " I promised 
yon no liberty; I confess, I deserved what fol- 
lowed, you intimidated me by your threat, 
at the very moment when self ought to have 
been a secondary consideration ; but €rod is 
wise ; he would not suffer the murderer to 
escape, and I am punished for my weakness ; 
but ye must have been worse than devil, at 
such a time, to think of harming that spotless 
child ; repent, there is yet time — ^repent ; al-' 
though there can be no deeper hell than your 
own heart !" 

He answered not — the car and escort, pur- 
-sued their way amid the execrations of the pea- 
santry. 

> The wake took place, as usual, and great 
was the assemblage ; but the untimely death 
of the young man, shed a gloom over it which 
neither *' tay, tobacco, snuff", nor whisky," 
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-could dissipate. The best '' keeners'^ wern 
collected y but their hired cries were not need- 
ed. - Many sincere tears were shed for poor 
^Brian, and his good qualities were amply 
praised : " Och, sorra' o' my heart," sobbed 
out Molly, <* to think the beautiful corpse 
he'd a' made, if he'd been let alone i" 

'* Is that y'er trouble," replied Martin, who 
was engaged in making a cauldron of hot 
whisky-punch, " why thin, Molly, only ye 
hav'nt much mother wit to y'er own share, I 
think it's a different thing to that ye ought to 
«ay." 

** What 'ud you say, wiseman Martin ?" 
inquired one of the company. 

'< Why thin, I'd jist say, that's it's not much 
matther how a corpse looks, so what was onct 
inside, was beautiful and in the thrue way.'^ 

Towards morning, when the principal num- 
ber of people had departed, and only six; or 
eight aged women remained in the apartment, 
with the corpse ; Dora Hay opened the chamber 
door to ascertain that all was quiet ; and throw- 
ing the coverlet over her as a mantie;--de)- 
scended to the '^ wake room :" her mind bad 
been shaken, yet at that moment her purpose 
was nerved for temporary exertion, and she 
clearly comprehended what . she was about to 
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undertake. When she opened the door her 
ghastly and nnexpeoted appearance terrified 
the women, and they crowded togedier : she 
adranced to the table on which the corpse li^, 
fully dressed according to the enstom of the 
country. The mangled head was cohered, and 
she did not attempt to distorb the cloth, but 
took one of the hands in her's. She retoHei 
from the first touch, and the icy chill of death 
appeared to have been communicated to iier, 
for she stood motionless as chiselled marble: 
again she took the hand, and slowly benditg 
on her knees, just touched it with her lips; 
she continued kneeling for about five mikiutes, 
with head elevated, and lips moving as if in 
prayer, but no sound escaped them. Slowly 
she crossed herself, and pressed the little 
crucifix, that was suspended from her neck, to 
her hieart; then, with the same quiet step, 
returned to her apartment. 

The funeral was not only numerously but re- 
spectably attended, for rich and poor lamented 
Brian's untimely end. And I have before said, 
that Father Mike was universally esteemed. 

There was an old miserable looking hag 
that resided orer the Scar (an inlet of the 
sea that separates Bannow from ail adjoining 
parish), and near the seven castles of Clon- 
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^^es; thJB wretched object had ahe lived 
l^widred years ago, woqld most certainly have 
heen burned a« • a witch ; as it was, ahe was 
legaided both with diaUke and terror, by old 
and y^Hing. Squalid in her appearaaoe, her 
rags fiuttering in every passing bUaty she sal 
d^iring the funeral on one of the high to]hl>« 
atimes that " mark the l^wly dead.'' As the 
crowd passed from the church-yard, she 
singled out Martin and beckbned him to her^ 
Martin was not at all flattered by the distinct 
tion, but wns too superstitious and too much 
afraid of the Vcrone ' not to attend her com- 
mand, and approached. 

<< God Slave ye kindly, Mrs, Madge, I hope ye 
finds y'erself pure and fineljr— I'm glad to see 
ye." 

'' Thaf s a lie Martin FincUey> wd ye know 
it is, there's no <Nae glad to see me, no one 
cares if the earth opened and swallowed ould 
Madge, but that's not what I wanted to qttke 
about! Man alive! if indeed ye be a many 
don't stand cron^uning there, but come close 
to me." And she stretohed forth her haxe 
bony arm, and grasping little Martin's shonldet 
with her long claw-like fingers, drawing him 
towards her, nearly as a cat puUs up a mouse 
to execution. <' Yc know the seven castles 
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of Clonmines, well, the one next the wather, 
where there are such broad flat stones, 
ye'U see one bigger nor the rest, there, under 
that you will find what consams Father Mike 
above the woiid, if ye'U take the throable to 
find it Shnt y'er mouth, Martin, and don't 
look so like a fool. It's nothin' to me, and it^s 
little I care who is plased or displaaed, only 
for the sake of the blue-eyed girl, that's often 
done me a kind turn, though she's not long 
for this world, for her j%m is spun ; there, go 
y'er ways, only hark ye ! mind whin ye go to 
the place, or, may be, yell meet with more 
company nor ye'd bargain for." 

Martin loved his master too well not to 
risk even his life for him if it were necessary, 
but lie felt delighted when he was fairly 
out of Mag's sight. Perfectly unconscious 
of what could ''consam Father Mike above 
the world ;" he forded the Scar (it was for- 
tunately low water), and concealed himself 
among the ruins of Clonmines until the even- 
ing closed ; he then removed the large flat 
stone she had described, and dug like a rab- 
bit for some time amongst the rubbish, before 
he discovered any thing. At last he found 
a small bundle of papers tied with red tape, 
and then a small parcel, he was proceeding 



ill his searcli, wlion he tLougLt lie ticard a 
rustling on the: pebbly shore, oa if some oiie 
wafi approaching, and seourtng what he had 
found, hastily got behind a. projecting- but- 
tress of one of tlie castles; — his eonjectnrea 
were right, for a man immediately turned the 
corner of the little bay, and proceeded direct 
to the Hat Rtone which Marlin had not had 
lime to replace. The Irish dumb show is very 
expressire, and the geaturea of the disap- 
pointed seeker were strongly indicative of 
rage and disappointment. Mnrtin, to use his 
iiwn words, " lay snug ;"— the man at laiit went 
away— and tlien pt-oceeded home with his 
pris». Arrived nl Father Mike's he waited 
i|uietly in the chimney-corner until the Priest 
was disengaged, and' then went into the little 
parlour^ and locking the door, crept round 
the room spying and peeping about as if the 
walls had ears. ■ The Priest, Bccustomed to 
MMttn's ecoentriGittes, did not pay much at- 
tention to hii movem«ots, for, truth to say, he 
was discussing his tumbler of whisky-punch 
—it wa!< not as palatable as usual, for Dora 
hod not compounded it. When Martin ap- 
proached the great chair snd gently pulled the 
sleeve of his coat, Father Mike turned round, 
and awaited ui explanation. 



106 FATHER MIKE. 

<* I'to got 'em, said Martin witk a knowing 
nod, hero/' and he nnhnttoned his coat, and 
pitting his hand into his bosom drew forth the 
papers. 

*' What hare yon got, Martin ?" 

Martin grinned. 

** Can't yon speak and tell me what those 
papers mean ? " 

** Will y'er Reverence jist look into them* 
and thin yell be sinsible," replied Martin, at 
last 

Father Mike pnt on his spectacles, untied 
the fastening, and to his no small aatonish* 
ment, found varions memoranda concerning 
circamstances long past, and was at once con- 
vinced that he had actually in his possession, 
the papers to which the villain, Waddy, had 
alluded. The parcel contained also, a few small 
articles of plate, and some letters that mys- 
teriously alluded to dark and bloody deeds, 
which cither had been, or were to be, perpe- 
trated. Martin detailed in his own way the 
manner in which he obtained the papers ; and 
Father Mike had no doubt that thoy were to 
have been made use of to his injury, by some 
of Waddy 's associates. 

Every effort was made to induoe Waddy to 
disclose his crimes,, but in vain. He remainecl 
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cool and collected; civil, but sarcastic, to all 
who approached htm ; and appeared to sammoa 
all his faculties, for the purpose of banishiiig 
everj relic of human feeling from his breast. 
When his mother visited his cell, he received 
her kindly, but betrayed no emotion, although 
she pressed him to her arms, and sobbed upon 
his shoulder, till the fountain of her tears 
seemed dried up. "- 

As the Assises drew near, rumour became 
more busy than ever, and crimes were imputed 
to the wretched man, of which it is more than 
pro4>able he had never been guilty. Dora 
heard the various reports with an indifference 
that was quite extraordinary. She moved al- 
most mechanically about her uncie^s house, 
and seemed like a being, who, though od the 
earth, had no connexion with it The day of 
trial came, and Father Mike was aummoned 
to attend, and give evidence against the mur- 
derer, who had refused all spiritual aid, and 
Would converse neither witfi Priest nor Minis- 
ter. 

The crowd assembled ottside the Court 
House of the county town, was greater than 
had ever been collected on any former occa^ 
ision. In Ireland, the feelings of the lower 
order of people are enlisted in favour of a 
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prisoner, for they appear to think that all who 
come under the arm of the law are victims ; 
but it was not so in Waddy's case; he had 
murdered the kinsman of a Priest, and had 
attempted to violate the sanctity of a Priest* s 
house, which is considered as holy as the 
altar; the bitterest execrations were, there- 
fore, uttered against him. 

Father Mike was making his way through 
tlie motley throng, when a low muimuring 
growl ran along the people, and various ex* 
clamations of — " Oh ! the murdering repro- 
bate !"— " Oh ! to think of it!"—" Oh ! it is 
impossible he could be guilty of it !" — struck 
upon the Priest's ear; he immediately stopt, 
and on inquiry, soon learnt that Waddy had 
anticipated the sentence of the law — and had 
strangled himself in prison. 

On a slip of paper the wretched young man 
had penned the following words : — 

** I never will die by the hang-man's hands. 
Priest — I would have come into court if I had 
still possessed the papers you know of, at 
all events, I could have hanged you. The 
world has injured me ; I have been revenged, 
and to-morrow I shall know if there be indeed 
— a hell. Father, mother, do not weep, it 41 
he all the same in a hundred years, " 
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Waddy was desperately resolute in the act 
of self destruction — ^for he effected his pur- 
pose by tearing off part of his bed quiljt, and 
twisting it twice round his throat, pulling 
the ends with his own hands, until the firm 
grasp was relaxed by the still firmer grasp of 
death. Thus perished by his own act, and in 
the first bloom of life, Philip Waddy ; a young 
man, whose talents, if properly directed, would 
have been a blessing to himself and to society. 

On Father Mike's return home, he found 
that Dora had already been apprised of the 
circumstances connected with Waddy's death; 
but the fearful event made no alteration in her 
manner. 

The spring had passed, and the summer'-t- 
the sunny summer-— was nearly at its height, 
when the Priest one evening entered his little 
parlour, and called his niece to him. She was 
engaged at her wheel, the only employment to 
which she attended; it appeared to give her 
occupation without the effort of thinking, and 
she turned it mechanically from morning until 
-night. 

** Dora," said the kind old man, as she en- 
tered, *' Dora, will you take a; walk to the vilr 
lage, or up the hill; you have not been out 
since Sunday?" 
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** Yet, nncle." 

** Don, stay one momeiit; do not bretk my 
heart, it is old now, and has known mick 
sorrow — ninch sorrow hare I knows ii 
this world, Dora; bat child, the bitterast of 
all Biy afflictions, would be to see yon — ^y<w 
whom Bsy heart so joyed in, pine awtj, 
and leave me: for it will he so, if thii 
canker worm of grief is not removed from your 
yonng and innocent heart. I know it, mj 
child — it is destroying yon, and — oh!''--coii- 
tinued the weeping old man, as he fell apon 
his knees — ** oh I with UMMre than enough, with 
plenty — aplenty to my portion of this world's 
good. Oh ! Heavenly Father, hast thou willed 
that I, an old, grey, time-worn man, shonld 
ootrlive all that are dear to me, and tfast 
stnngers shonld ckae my eyes." 

Dora also knelt calmly, and deliberately by 
her nnde, and looked steadily in his face ; he 
was ranch agitated, and there was something 
about her countenance that betokened retom- 
ing feeling and interest. 

" Sure Dora," he proceeded, after a pause, 
" sure you can unborthen your mind to me — 
even your duties to God have all been ne- 
glected — ^yon have not been to the cwrfes- 
sional since — " 
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^' Stop^ stop, I well remember since wbem!" 
she intemipted hastily — " too well I I have 
been wrong, I know, but all m this worid has 
appeared to me so changing, so wicked, so on- 
certain ; may be, dear uncle, my head has not 
been right, every thing seems changed." 

" Am I changed, Doryf 

" Oh no ! no, no — '* and tears, that sweet 
relief to the overcharged bosom, gushed iroai 
her eyes, as she threw her arms widi the 
afiTection of former days round her uncle's 
neck. *^ I have not cried this long — long time, 
and now I am better, my head is not ao heavy, 
and I will tell you now, dear uncle, all that 
has passed in my mind. Brian— poor Brian ! 
I did not thin^ bf him as he thought '6f me, 
and the black wickedness of that bad man, 
whose smile wiled away my thoughts ; — but-^ 
when I saw Brian's corpse, I knelt and 
made a vow, that I would go into a convent, 
and lead a holy life,' for his sake whom I' did 
not value, as I ought. I had not courage to 
tell you, because I knew you'd be loath to give 
way to it, on account that Yer heart was ever 
and always set upon my being, as I once was, 
gay and cheerful, and one of liie world : but 
there's something within me forbids it ; uncle 
dear, i am not what I was, and every day that 
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delay* me from a lioi«^ i r . , 

broken oath." ^ ^* adds to the sin of . 

The poor Priest wa., i^,„i j . 
tracted: to vield „ ^^^'^dered.almo.td* 

«r girl whom he h^' eT" \*^' '''•""''• ^ 
in, and comp Jo^'^^S'^M *** *" '"^^ 
for which he L, toWIvn* **^''^^" '"^ 
hi- hxl nnf .♦ .^^ unprepared, and viiick 
be baa not strength to m^t r* 

4i__ • . t . Meet, It was tone 

tme before he spoke. anH k.-- ■ 
scarcely articulate, ' "^^ ^« ^^^^ were then 

I «o punished. I was a sinful miLier to the 
Almighty, for I gave you the lore that be 
longed to him, and now you leave me in age 
and helplessness." 

" Tis to do God service," replied the giri; 
and they walked through the fair country in 
sorrow of heart, until the chilliness of night 
warned them home. The next morning Father 
Mike mounted his faithful steed, and at an 
early hour was on the high road to his 
Bishop's house, having resolved to tell him 
the whole story, and to act according to his 
advice. The Bishop felt much for his old 
friend, and observed that Dora could easily 
be absolved from her oath, by the church. 
But her nnde knsw that she would persevere, 
wilLm^^ld iitfutttj» ini ^^ determination 
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SO to devote herself. Nevertheless, the Bishop 
thought he would converse with her, and see 
if any plan could be arranged that might 
render Father Mike and his niece at peace 
in their once happy home. He accompa- 
nied the Priest to his dwelling, and felt 
convinced, after a brief conversation with 
Dora, that her mind had become weak, and 
wandering ; however, he succeeded in per- 
suading her that she could perform her vow, 
and still remain with her uncle, as '' it was not 
likely he could live long." 

" My dear child," said the Bishop, ** it 
would be almost killing him if you were to 
leave him now; but put on the dress of the 
holy Ursalines, the order of which you in- 
tend to become, I hope, a worthy member. 
Perform its penances and prayers, and keep 
apart from the world, in your uncle's house : 
you will make him happy, you can do good to 
your neighbours, and be a blessing to that 
good man, whose hairs would go down with 
sorrow to the grave, if you deserted him in 
his old age." 

Dora has now been some years, truly a bless- 
ing to her uncle and the neighbouring poor ; 
hut it is difficult to determine whether or not 
her intellects are gaining strength, as she holds 

VOL. 11. H 
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BD oonrene with any one except Father 
Mike. She passes in her UiaaUne dress froai 
eottage'to cottage, the ministering angel of 
peace to the afflicted : neither joy, nor it 
woold seem somnr, hare marked her pale 
marble-like coontenaace ; and little Martin, 
who like a Turkey carpet, often observes, as 
she passes with shnr bat noiseless step along 
the old kitchen — 

^* To think of that banshee-looking cratar 
being the dancing, singing fairy — flight of eye — 
light of foot — light of heart, until that horrid 
night of blood and sin that brought desolation 
eren to the house of Father Mike." 
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Tall, and gaunt, and stately, was ^'Master 
Ben;" with a thin sprinkling of white, mingled 
with the slightly curling brown hair, that sha-f^ 
ded a forehead, high and somewhat narrow. 
With all my partiality for this very respectable 
personage, I must confess that his phisiognomy 
was neither handsome nor interestmg. Yet 
there was a calm and gentle expression in his 
pale grey eyes, that told of much kindhearted-i 
ness — even to the meanest of God's creatures: 
his steps were strides ; his voice shrill, like a 
boatswain's whistle ; and his learning — prodi-t 
gious ! — the unrivalled dominie of the country 
for five miles round. 

Although the cabin of Master Ben was built 
of the blue shingle, so common along the south-i 
west coast of Ireland, and was perched like 
the nest of a pewet, on one of the highest crags 
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in the neighbourhood of Bannow; although the 
aforesaid Master Ben, or (as he was called by 
the gentry), ''Mister Benjamin," had worn a 
long black coat for a period of fourteen years — 
in summer as an open surtout, which flapped 
heavily in the gay sea breeze — and in winter, 
firmly secured by a large wooden pin around 
his throat — the dominie was a person of much 
consideration, and more loved than feared, 
even by the little urchins who often felt the 
efivetfl of his '' system of education." Do not, 
therefcHre, for a moment imagine that his was 
one of the paltry hedgcHMshools, where all the 
brats oontributed their '' sod o' turf," or ** their 
small trifle o' pratees," to the aehool-maater's 
fire or board. No such thing^-^^hougfa I con* 
fess that ** Mister Benjamin" would occasion- 
ally accept ^* a hand of pork," a kreel or even a 
kith of turf, or three or four hundred of ** white- 
eyes," or " London ladies,"*— if they wore pre- 
sented in a proper manner, by the parents of 
Us favourite pupils. 

To the lovera of unsophisticated nature, it 
was a pleasing sight to view his cottage asaem- 
Uage on afresh suaiiaer morning ^---faoh rosy, 
langhtDg^ romping tUags* ** The jankm/' 
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with their rich curly heads, red cheeks, and 
bright dancing eyes, seated in tolerably straight 
lines — many on narrow strips of blackened deal 
— the remnants, probably, of some shipwrecked 
vessel, — supported at either end by fragments 
of grey rock ; others on portions of the rock it- 
self, that *' Master Ben" used to say, '* though 
not very asy to sit upon for the gossoons, were 
yet clane and not much trouble." ''The se- 
niors," fine clever looking fellows, intent on 
their sums or copies — either standing at, or 
leaning on, the blotted ''desks," which extend- 
ed along two sides of the school-room, kitchen, 
or whatever you may please to call so purely 
Irish an apartment : the chimney admitted a 
large portion of storm or sunshine, as might 
chance; but the low wooden partition, which 
divided this useful room from the sleeping part 
of the cabin, at once told that Mister Ben's 
dwelling was of a superior order. 

At four the dominie always dismissed his 
assembly, and heart-cheering was the joy which 
succeeded. On the long summer evenings, 
the merry groups would scramble down the 
cliffs — which, in many places, overhung the 
wide-spreading ocean — ^heedless of danger, 

** And jump, and laugh, and shout, and clap their hand^ 
In noisy merriment." 
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The seniors then commenced lobster and 
crab-hunting, and often showed much dexterity 
in hooking the gentlemen out of their rocky 
nests, widi a long, crooked, stick of elder, 
which they considered '* lucky." The younken 
were generally content with shrimping, or 
knocking the limpits, (or, as they called them) 
the ** branyans," off the rocks ; while the wee 
wee ones slyly watched the ascent of the razor 
fish, whose deep den they easily discoTered by 
its little mountain of sand. 

Even daring their hoars of amusement. Mas- 
ter Ben was anxious for their welfare ; and en- 
throned on a high pinnacle, that conunanded 
a boundless Wew of the wide-spreading sea, 
with its numerous creeks and bays, he would 
patiently sit, hour after hour — one eye fixed 
on some dirty, wise, old book, and the other 
watching the various schemes and scamperings 
of his quondam pupils, — until the fading rays 
of the setting sun, and the shrill screams of the 
sea birds, warned master and scholar of the 
coming night 

Every body agreed that '' Master Ben'* was 
very learned — but how he became so, was 
what no-body could tell ; — some said (for there 
are scandal-mongers in every village), that 
long time past. Mister Ben's father was convict- 
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eA of treasonable practices, and was obliged 
to fly to <' foreign parts" to save his life: his 
child was the companion of his wanderings, 
according to this statement. But there was 
another, far more probable; that our dominie 
had been a poor scholar — a class of students, 
peculiar, I belieye, to Ireland, who travel from 
province to province, with satchels on their 
backs, containing books, and whatever provi* 
sions are given them ; and devote their time 
to study and begging. The poorest peasant 
will share his last potatoe with a wandering 
scholar—and there is always a couch of clean 
straw prepared for him in the warmest comer 
of an Irish cabin. Be these surmises true or 
false, every body allowed that Master Ben was 
the most clever schoolmaster between Bannow 
and Bargy : he would even correct Father Siui* 
not himself, '^on account o' the bog Latin his 
Reverence used at the altar itself." ''His Reve* 
rence" always took this in good part, laughed 
at it, but never omitted adding, slyly, <' the poor 
cratur ! he thinks he knows betther than me!? 
I must say, that the laugh which concluded 
this sentence, was much more joyous than that 
at the commencement. 

The dominie's life passed very smoothly, 
and with apparent comfort; — strange as it may 
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sound to English ear»— comfort A mild, 
halfwitted sister, who might bo called his sht- 
dow — so silently and calmly did she follow hit 
stepsy and do all that conld be done to make 
the only being she loved happy — shared his 
dwelling. The potatoes, she planted, dug, 
and picked, with her own hands; milked and 
tended ^^Nanny" and ** Jenny" two pretty mer- 
ry goats, who devoured not only the wiM 
heather and fragrant thyme, vdiich litondly oo- 
rers the sand-banks and hills of Bannow, bat 
made sundry trespasses on the flower-beds at 
the^'great house," and defied pound, tether, 
and fetter, with the most roguish and provok- 
ing impudence. I had almost forgotten — but 
she small-plaited in a superior and extraordi- 
nary manner, and, poor thing! she was as vain 
of that qualification as any young lady who 
rumbles over the keys of a grand piano, and 
then triumphantly informs the audience that 
she has played ** the Storm." 

** Changeful are all the scenes of Hfe" — 
says somebody or other ; and when I was about 
ten years old, ** Master Ben" underwent two 
very severe trials — ^trials the poor man had 
never anticipated ; one was teadnag, or trying 
to teach me the multiplication table, — an act, 
no mortal man (or woman either) ever aocom- 



MASTER BBK. 123 

plished ; the other was — ^falling in love* As 
** Master Ben" was the best arithmetician in 
the county, he was the person fixed on to in- 
stmct me in this most pnzzling science — no 
small compliment I assure you, — and he was 
obliged to arrange, so as to leave his pupils 
twice a. week for two long hours. ** Master 
Ben" rose in estimation surprisingly, when 
this was known : and on the strengUi of it, got 
two-pence instead of three-halfpence a week 
from his best scholars : he thought he should 
also gain credit by his new pupil's progress. 
How vain are man's imaginings! from the 
first intimation I received of the intended 
visits of my tutor, I felt a most lively anticipa- 
tion of much fuM and mischief. 

** Now Miss dear, don't be full o' y'er 
tricks," said pretty Peggy O'Dell, who had 
the ecpecial care of my person. ** Now, Miss 
dear, stand asy — ^you won't ; well dien I'll not 
tell ye the news— no, not a word ! Oh, ye'r 
asy now, are ye ! well then — to-morrow, Frank 
tells me, that Mister Ben is to come to tache yon 
the fignres,'and good rason has Frank to know, 
for he druv the carrige to Mister Ben's own 
house, and hard the mistress say all about it ; 
and that was the rason yon were left at home, 
mamonnMen, with your own Peggy; beease 
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the ladies wished to keep it all sacret like, till 
they'd tell ye their own selves. O, Miss dear, 
asy — asy-^till I tie y'er sash : — there now,— 
now you may run off, but stay one little minit 
• — take kindly to the figures. I know you can't 
abide them now, but I hear they are main usct 
ful ; and take to it asy — as quiet as ye can : 
Mister Ben has fine larning, and expicts much 
credit for tacheing the likes of you. And why 
not ?" 

Poor Benjamin ! he certainly did stride to 
the manor, and into the study, next morning ; 
and, in due time, I worked through, that is, I 
wrote out, the questions and copied the sums, 
with surprising dexterity, in ' 'numeration," 
'< addition of integers,'* *' compound subtracr 
tion,'' and entered the ** single rule of three 
direct," with much eclat. My book was shown, 
divested of its blots by my kind master's en-r 
during knife ; and even my cousin (the only 
arithmetician in the family) was compelled to 
acknowledge, that if I did the sums myself, I 
was a very good girl indeed. That i/* destroyed 
my reputation. I had too much hcmour to tell 
a story. 

What a passion to be sure the dominie got 
into the next day, when informed of my dis-i 
grace ; I cannot bear to see a long thin man 
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in a passion, to this very hour ; there is nothing 
on earth like it, except a Lombardy poplar in 
a storm. However, if poor Master Ben was 
tormented in the study by me, he was more 
tormented in the servant's hall by pretty 
Peggy. 

Peggy, was exactly a lively Irish coquet ; 
such merry twinkling black eyes ; such white 
teeth, which were often exposed by the loud 
and joyous laugh, that extended her large, but 
well-formed mouth; and such a bounding, lis- 
som figure, always (no small merit in an Irish 
lassie) neatly, if not tastefully arrayed. She 
was an especial favourite with my dear grand- 
mother, who had always been her patron from 
early childhood ; and Peggy fully and highly 
valued herself on this account ; then she could 
read and write in her own way; wore lace 
caps, with pink and blue bows ; and, as curls 
were interdicted, braided her raven locks with 
much care and attention. 

The smartest, prettiest girl, at wake or pat- 
tern, for ten miles round, was certainly Peggy 
O'Dell ; and many lovers had she, from Tho- 
mas Murphy of the Hill (the richest)^ who had 
a cow, six pigs, and all requisites to make a 
woman happy, according to his own account; to 
wandering Will (the poorest), who though not 



126 MASTER BEN. 

five-and-twenty, had been a jovial sailor, a 
brave ac^dier, a capital fiddler, a very excelleat 
cobbler, a good practical surgeon (he had per- 
formed several very clever operations as a 
dentist and bone-setter, I assure you), and tt 
last settled as universal assistant in the manor- 
house; cleaned the carriage and horses with 
Frank, waited at table with Dennis, helped 
Martha to carry home the milk, instructed 
Peter Kean how to train vines in the Porta- 
guese fashion (which foreign treatment had so 
ill an effect on our poor Irish vines, that, to 
Wandering Will's eternal disgrace, they with- 
ered and died — a circumstance honest Peter 
never failed to remind him of, whenever be 
presumed to suggest any alteration in horticul* 
tural arrangements), had the exclusive care of 
the household brewing, and was even detected 
in assisting old Margaret hunting the round 
meadow for eggs, which the obstinate lady-fowl 
perferred hiding amongst breaks and bushes, 
to depositing in a proper manner in the hen- 
house. Moreover, Will was '' the jewel" of 
all the country during the hunting and shooting 
season ; knew all the fox earths, and d^ed the 
simple cunning of hare and partridge — ^made 
love to all the pretty girls in the village ; and 
as he was handsome, notwithstanding the loss 
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of one of his beaatiful eyes, every body said 
that no one would refuse William, where he 
even as poor again as he was — an utter impos- 
sibility. The rumour spread, however, that 
his wandering affections were actually settled 
into a serious attachment for Peggy ; but who 
Peggy ^^ ^^ lo^e with, was another matter. 
She jested with every body, and laughed more 
at Master Ben, than at any one else ; she was al- 
ways delighted when an opportunity occurred 
of playing off droll tricks to his disadvantage ; 
and some of her jokes were so practical, that 
the housekeeper, frequently threatened Peggy 
to inform her mistress of her pranks. Master 
Ben was always the first to prevent this ; and 
his constant remonstrance, ** Mistress Betty 
let the innocent cratur alone, she manes no 
harm, she knows I don't mind her youthful 
fun, the cratur !" saved Peggy many a re- 
proof. 

One morning I had been more than ordina- 
rily inattentive, and my tutor perplexed, or as 
he termed it '* fairly bothered*' requested to 
speak to my grandmother, when she granted 
him audience : he stammered and blundered 
in such a manner, that it was quite impossible 
to ascertain what he wanted to speak about; 
at length, out it came — "He had saved a good 
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pinny o' money," and thought it time to settle 
in life. 

*' Settle, Mister Benjamin ! why, I always 
thought yon were yery comfortably settled. 
What do yon mean?'^ inquired my grand- 
mother. 

** To get married. Ma'am ;'* roosing all his 
energies to pronounce the fatal sentence. 

** Married!" repeated my g^ndmother; 
** married ! you, Benjamin Rattin, married at 
your time of life : and to whom ?" 

** I was only eight-and-forty. Madam," be 
replied (drawing himself up), *' my last birth- 
day ; and, by your lave, I mane to marry Peg- 
gy O'DcU." 

** Peggy ! you marry Peggy !" — she found 
it impossible to maintain the sober demeanour 
necessary when such declarations are made. 
** Mister Benjamin, Peggy is not twenty, gay 
and giddy as a young fawn ; and, I must con- 
fess, I should not like her to marry for four or 
^ve years. Now as you certainly cannot wait 
all that time, I think you ought to think of 
some one else." 

** Your pardon. Madam ; she is my first, and 
shall be my last, love. And I know," added 
the dominie, looking modestly on the carpet, 
** that she has a tindemess for me." 
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** What ! Peggy a tenderness for yon ; poor 
child ! quite impossible !" said my gr^nd-* 
mother ; '* she never had the tenderness you 
mean, for any living thing, I'll answer for it :" 
and the bell was rang to summon Miss Peggy 
to the presence* 

She entered — ^blushed, and simpered, at the 
first questions put to hea: at last, my grand- 
mother deliberately asked her, if she had given 
Mr. Ben encouragement at any time — and diis 
she most solemnly denied. 

« Oh you hard-hearted girl you ; did yo« 
ever cease laughing from the time I came itt 
till I went out o' the house? wer'nt you al^ 
ways smiling at me, and playing your pranks 
and—" 

'' Stop !" said Peggy, at once assuming a 
grave and serious manner — " Stop, may-be I 
laughed too much — ^but I shall cry more, if — 
(and she fell on her knees at my grandmother^s 
feet) — if ye don't forgive me mistress dear — al- 
most the first, sartainly the last time I shall 
ever ofiend you." 

'* Child, you have not angered me ;" replied 
my grandmother, who saw her emotion with 
astonishment. 

'' Oh, yes ; but I know best — I have — I have 
— I know I have ; but I'll never do so more ; 

VOL. II. \ 
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^-T-nev^r — never !" — and she burst into a flood 
of tears. Poor Master Ben stood aghast. 

'* Speak/' said my grandmother, almost be- 
wildered. 'V Speak ^ and at once — ^what have 
you done ?" 

** Oh ! he overpersuaded me r and said ye'd 
Bcirer consint till it was done — and so we ware 
married,, last night, at Judy Ryan's station." 
I, .*< Married I to whom, in the name of won- 

" Oh,Willy— Wandering Willy : but he'll 
mifr.er wander mOM : hell be tame and steady, 
ai^d to the last day of his life he'll sarve yon 
and yours ; and only forgive me, your poor 
Peggy, that ye saved from want, and that '11 
never do the like again — no never !" The poor 
girl clasped her hands imploringly, but did not 
dare to look her mistress in the face. My 
grandmother rose, and left the room ; she was 
much QlTended, nor could it be denied that 
Peggy's conduct was highly improper. The 
chi).d of her. bounty, she had acted with dupli- 
city, and married a man, whose unsteady habits 
promised lit^e for her comfort. 
■,l/P/oqr.,'Ja|l^&ier Ben! lovers' sorrow^ furnish 
abundant themes for jest and jester3 ; but they 
are npt le^ serious on that account. tQ those 
imm^iately coucer,nqd ingles affaire^ tjLy, ccpmv. 
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When he heard < the confessionT that she was 
truly married, he looked at her for a few mm- 
utes, and then quitted the manor-house, with a 
firm determination never to enter it again. 
Peggy and her husband were dismissed ; but a 
good situation was soon procured for Will, as 
commander of a small vessel which traded from 
Waterford to Bannow, with com, coal« timber, 
*^ and sundries." Contrary to all expectation, 
he made a kind and affectionate husband. 

Winter had nearly passed, and Peggy al- 
most ceased to dread the storms, which yearly 
strew so many wrecks along that fearful frown- 
ing coast Her little cabin was a neat cheerful 
dwelling in a sheltered nook, and often, during 
her husbands absence, did she go forth to look 
out upon the ocean flood, 

<< With not a sound beside, except wh^i flew 
Aloft the lap-wing or the grey curlew;'* 

and gaze, and watch for his sail on the bliie 
waters. On the occasion to which I refer, he 
had been long expected home, and many of the 
rich farmers who used coal instead of turf, 
went down to the pier to inquire if the "Pretty 
Peggy*' (so Will called his boat) had cbnie in. 
The wind was contrary, but as the weather was 
fair, no one thought of danger. SoOn, the little 

I 2 



132 MASTER 3BN. 

bark hove in sight, and soon was Peggy at tbe 
pier, watching for his figure on deck, or for the 
waving of hat or handkerchief, the beloved token 
of recognition : but no such token appeared. 
The dreadfol tale was soon told. Peggy, abont 
to become a mother, was already a widow. 

Will had fallen overboard, in endeavouring 
to secure a rope, which had slipped from the 
side of his vessel ; the night was dark, and one 
deep, heavy, splash knelled the departure of 
poor Wandering Willy. 

Peggy, forlorn and desolate, suffered the bit- 
ter pains of child-birth ; and in a few hours ex- 
pired — her heart was broken. 

About five years after this melancholy event, 
I was rambling amongst the tombs and ruins of 
the venerable church of Bannow ; every stone 
of that old pile is hallowed to my remembrance ; 
its bleak situation, the barren sand-hills that 
surround it, and 

** The meagured cfaime, the thundering burst,** 

of the boundless ocean, always rendered it, in 
my earliest hours, a place of grand and over- 
powering interest. Even now — 

«< I miss the voice of waves— >the first 
That woke my cfaUdhood's glee ;" 
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and often think of the rocks, and towers, and 
blue sea, that first led my thoughts ''from na- 
ture up to nature's God !" 

I looked through the high arched window 
into the churchyard, and observed an elderly 
man kneeling on one knee, employed in pulling 
up the docks and nettles which overshadowed 
an humble grave under the south wall. A pale 
delicate, little girl, quietly and silently watched 
all he did ; and when no offensive weed re- 
mained, carefully scattered over it a large 
nosegay of fresh flowers, and, instructed by the 
aged man, knelt on the mound, and lisped a 
simple prayer to the memory of her mother. 

It was, indeed, my old friend '' Master 
Ben ;" the pale child he had long called his — 
it was the orphan daughter of William and 
Peggy. His love was not the love of world- 
lings : despite of his outward man, it was pure 
and unsophisticated : it pleased God to give him 
the heart to be a father to the fatherless. The 
girl is now, indeed, the blessing of his old age ; 
and as he has long since given up his school, 
he finds much amusement in instructing his 
adopted child, who, I understand, has already 
made great progress in his favourite science of 
numbers. 
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" HQ6pitality--iio formality — 
There you '0 ever see." 

Old Song. 
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" Hospitality — no formality, there you 'II 
ever see." — Quite true — true to the very letter; 
and there was not a more hospitable house in 
the Province of Leinster than Barrytown.— 
" Kindly welcome" was visibly expressed by 
every countenance, and every thing bore the 
stamp of — " Hospitality;" the master was 
large ; the house was large ; the trees were 
large; the entrance gates were large; the 
servants were large ; all the domestic animals 
were large ; and the worthy owner's heart wa» 
large, and so was his purse. His estates were 
the most unencumbered for twenty miles round ; 
I say the most unencumbered, for I do not 
mean to assert that they were perfectly free ; 
that would, indeed, have been a marvel, not to 
be accounted for in Ireland ; but as he had 
lived, and was likely to end his life in a state 
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of single blessedness, he allowed a mortgage 01 
two thousand pounds to remain upon the pro- 
perty; the interest, to be sure, accumulated 
rapidly, and it was suffered to accumulate- 
" for," said the good natured old gentlenwD, 
** the interest, if paid, will do Hugh Collim 
little good, and as he has a large family, and 
is a worthy fellow; let it run on, it will be a 
sure income for his children, poor things, 
some day or other." This feeling, and the 
besetting sin of Ireland — " procrastinatioD," 
prevented the respected owner of BarrytovB 
from suffering any thing like uneasiness. He 
lived on, as usual, cheerful and happy; his 
house, particularly in the shooting or sum- 
mer season, full of company, more numerous, 
than select, but all determined to enjoy them- 
selves, and Mr. Barry, their worthy host, 
determined to promote their enjoyment I 
have said his house was large — it was almost 
magnificent; it stood on a gentle declivity, 
and commanded a pleasing, though not very 
extensive, prospect; the entrance hall was, as 
it ought to be, lofty and wide ; the walls well 
garnished with fowling-pieces, fishing-rods, 
and at the farthermost end, the antedilu- 
vian horns of a monstrous elk, spread even 
to the ceilings height. Of this extraordinary 
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I production of nature Mr. Barry was very 
I proud, and boldly challenged the Dublin Mu- 
seum to produce its equal. The pavement of 
the hall was formed of beautiful Kilkenny 
marble ; its polish certainly had departed, yet 
the rich and varied veins were distinctly visi- 
ble. Dogs of various sizes, from the stately 
Dane, the graceful stag hound, the shaggy 
Nevtrfoundland — to the fawning spaniel, the 
little rat-catching, black muzzled terrier, and 
the sleepy silky Blenheim, considered the 
hall as their own exclusive property, but lived 
on terms of perfect good fellowship with a 
Killamey eagle, a Scotch raven, and a beauti- 
ful Angola cat, who shared the same territory; 
the latter, indeed, looked upon a deer-skin 
covered couch as devoted to her sole use. 

The great dining-room was worthy of such 
an entrance; it was wainscotted with black 
oak, and at the top of the apartment the 
extreme darkness of the wood threw the 
massive sideboard, with its highly wrought 
glittering, but antique plate, into strong re- 
lief. The dining-table rested on heavy pillars, 
and bore evident marks of having seen good 
service in convivial times ; the chairs were 
high backed and richly carved, cushioned, 
with crimson damask; and the large wino 
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coolers and plate buckets were rimmed and 
hooped with silver. ** The family canvass,'' ia 
heavy frame work, smiled or frowned along 
the walls, as they ought to smile or frown ; and 
were, to say the truth, a grim, clnmsy look- 
ing, set of personages; even the pastoral young 
lady, who was playing on a pipe, the sheep (T 
suppose they were sheep), looking tearfully in 
her face, her well powdered hair graced by a 
celestial blue ribband; even she, the beauty 
of the party, squinted most frightfully. But 
the good Mr. Barry has a profound veneration 
for them all, so we will leave them without 
further comment. The curtains and carpet 
had seen their best days, and Mr. Barry had 
been talking about purchasing new for the last 
ten years ; nevertheless, the old remained, and, 
to say the best of it, looked very venerable. 
The with-drawing-room, or, as ** the master" 
called it, the ladies proper apartment, held a 
motley assemblage of new and old furniture ; 
a splendid rose-wood piano was placed next 
to a towering old triangular flower-stand, with 
monkey heads, and scollop shells at the cor- 
ners, but which, nevertheless, served as a 
** canterbury." Silken Ottomans reclined in 
eastern luxury, near less elegant, but more 
sedate, hard stuffed sofa's ; and a lumbering 
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.old arm chair, covered with cream coloured 
.embroidered satin, the cushion fringed and 
, tasseled with gold, stood to the right of the 
fire-place ; a small stool, garnished after the 
same antique fashion, and a little table, inlaid 
with silver, which appeared hardly able to sup- 
port an old family bible, with studded clasps, 
were placed beside it. 

The interesting occupier of the arm chair 
was no less a person than Lady Florence 
Barry, the mother of the hospitable master* 
I never saw so beautiful a relic of female 
Bobility ; when I remember her she was verg- 
ing on her ninetieth birth-day ; her figure de- 
licate and much bent; her eye black as jet, 
amail, and sparkling, fringed by brows and 
lashes which time had rendered perfectly 
white. Her features had been handsome, 
but at such an age were much wrinkled, and 
her own hair, straightly combed from under 
the high lappet cap, added to her venerable 
appearance ; the dress she wore was always 
of the most valuable black Genoa velvet or 
satin, made after the olden mode, with deep 
ruffles of Mecklin or Brussels lace, and a 
small cloak of rich black silk fastened at the 
breast with a diamond brooch. The old lady 
was very deaf, but her sight was perfect ; and 
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when she received her son's gnesto, shedU 
it with so much grace, so muoli dignity, tbn 
it could never be forgotten. Perhaps tke 
affectionate respect and attention manifested 
by Mr. Barry to his mother was the most de- 
lightful trait in his character. <' She brought 
noble blood and a princely dower to ny 
father," he would say, " and made him t 
true and loving wife to the end of his days; 
and when in the full bloom of womanhood she 
became husbandless, for my sake she remained 
so. Can I honour her too much ?*' 

Mr. Barry had nothing in particalar to dis- 
tinguish him from ** the raale tme-bom gintry/ 
He had a fair and open brow, that unerring 
index to a noble soul, and a manly expression 
of countenance ; but he had more of his fadier^s 
heedlessness than of his mother's penetration, 
and at sixty-two knew less of ** the world^ 
than most of our fashionables after tliey hate 
been ** a winter in London." 

The domestics of Barrytown had grown 
grey in their serviceft«**in verity, all in die 
house was of a piece except the visiters; Aey 
ruined the harmony of tiie picture, while they 
gave spirit and variety to the eoUmarimg. 

The month was June, which is more like 
May in England, for our skies weep- muoh; 
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and, as usual, the coach-houses and stables 
were crowded ; the former with gigs, suicides, 
and jaunting-cars, outside and in; and the 
latter with all manner of ponies and horses. 
The servant's hall too, was fall, and a ^* shake- 
down" had been ordered even in Mr. Barry's 
own study, a gloomy, dusty place, almost 
untidy enough to be the studio of a literary 
man — that odious receptacle for books and 
spiders — ^when old Mary said to old Mabby — 
long Mabby, as she was generally called — 

" Mabby, honey, my drame's out, for, upon 
my conscience, if yon, on the broken-down- 
looking gingle of a jaunting-car isn't Miss 
Spinner, and her ould trunk and her buld 
maid that's as bothering a'most b» her divil of 
a mistress. Och, it wasn't for nothing I 
dramed of a blue bottle fly upon master's nose, 
buz buz about like a mill wheel, the jazey ; 
there she is as yellow as a yarrow blossom." 

" Why thin it's herself sure enough," re- 
sponded Mabby, *^ and if she had staid in 
Dublin 'mong the lamed people she's always 
talking about, none of us would hare' asked 
what kept her. Och, it's as true as I'm standin' 
here, she's got a new wig." 

" New, nonsense," said Molly, *' it'» only 
fresh grased ; I'll not go look after her things; 
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there's astateliness aboat her, that always made 
me the smallest taste in life afieard; but she 
was wonderful good in her time, and master, 
doates down upon her." 

After this dialogue the two old honsemaidi 
departed, mutually determiniiig to avoid Miss 
Spinner, who seemed to be the terror of the 
establishment 

In the drawing-room the greater part of the 
visiters were assembled, awaiting the ringing 
of the dressing bell. Lady Florence, as usual, 
in her cream-coloured cushioned chair, reading 
her bible; Miss Raymond, sketching flowers 
from Nature, white and blue peas, and a china 
rose; Mr. Wortley, neither absolutely sitting, 
nor lounging, on one of the old fashioned sofas, 
was apparently engaged in looking OTer a lai^ 
rolled map; Mrs. Croydon, netting; Miss Livy, 
and Miss Letty, the one attitudinizing, and 
winding a skein of silk — ^which the other held 
so as to display her little white hands to ad- 
vantage (the fiar sex always know how to 
s)iOW ofi* their perfections); when at length, 
Miss Letty broke silence, by asking — 

" La, Ma ! who do you think is come ?" 

** How should I know, child," replied her 
mother, looking up from her netting, '^ our 
party is so veiy pleasant," and she smiled a 
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gracious smile on all around, ** that I can 
hardly wish it increased/' 

Mr. Wortley smiled also, but it was a dif- 
ferent sort of smile. 

" Guess, Livy !" 

** I never guess right. Mr. — Mr. — *' 

" It is not a Mr. at all.*' 

" I wonder you guess at Misters," said Ma, 
with an aside drawing down of the brow, ** I 
am sure my lore, you care so little about gen- 
tlemen, at least, so I used to hear at the Castle; 
where my little Olivia thought fit to be so 
frigid; I wonder, child, you mention Misters J* 

The young lady, who was not as acc6m- 
plished a manoeuverer as her Mamma, saw she 
had done wrong, although she did not exactly 
know how to amend her error, so she, wisely, 
held her tongue. 

" Guess, Gertrude !^ recommenced Miss 
Letitia, " Gertrude Raymond, can't you guess? 
well, then, I will tell you — Miss — Spinner — " 

" Oh, mercy !" screamed Miss Olivia and 
her Mamma, '' that Blue ! oh. Miss Raymond ! 
oh, Mr Wortley! oh, what will poor Mr. 
Altern say ! Mr. Barry asked her once, and 
she makes it a general invitation ! oh, I shall 
be afraid to open my lips — shan't you Ger- 
trude ?" 

K 2 
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" No," replied Gertrude, laughing. 

" Oh, you are so wise. Miss Raymond.' 
said Miss Letitia, '< that you are not afraid of 
any body ; I dare say you would not mind a 
bit, being in company with Sir Walter ScoU, 
or Lady Morgan, or Doctor Johnson." 

" Hush, my dear !" interrupted Mrs. Croy- 
don, who it must be confessed had enough to 
do to keep the levity of one daughter, and the 
ignorance of the other within bounds; '' Hush! 
you know Miss Raymond has had many ad- 
vantages, and she is older than you, so she has 
less reason to fear clever people, hut you are 
such a nervous little darling !'' and Mamma, 
in patting the ** little darling's'' cheek, managed 
to give it (unperceived by the rich Mr. Wortley) 
a little pinch, which said, as plain as pinch 
could say, " hold your tongue." 

*' Nobody has any reason to fear really clever 
people," said Mr. Wortley, rising from the 
sofa, and joining, for the first time, in the con- 
versation, if so it might be called, '^ and 
certainly not Miss Raymond ;" he continued, 
bowing to Gertrude ; who, immediately, bent 
more closely over her drawing than was at all 
necessary, for be it known that she had very 
good sight. 

*' There's a compliment from the sober Mr. 
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Wortley," laughed Olivia, " who ever heard 
of such a thing hoforc/' 

'' It would be impossible to compliment 
Miss Olivia Croydon," replied the gentleman, 
'^ her beauty is so universally acknowledged 
that it needs not my poor commendation." 
The silly girl looked pleased even at extorted 
flattery. 

Mrs. Croydon was the widow of a general 
officer, and in twenty years campaigning had 
seen a good deal of " the world ;" she was a 
pretty and a vain woman ; as her husband fell 
in love with her at a garrison ball, and as she 
calculated on a similar fate for her daughters, 
she resolved on adding to their beauty, every 
accomplishment under the sun, as they were 
nearly portionless. What hosts of masters! 
painting on velvet, japanning, oriental tint- 
ing, music, dancing, singing, fencing, riding, 
French, every thing in the world, except the 
solid usefulness of education! accomplished 
they certainly were, but not educated. 

Alas ! how many lovely women shed tears 
of bitterness, when the flush of youth and 
fashion have passed, never to return, over 
hours spent in the acquirement of frivolous 
accomplishments ; which, if occupied in the im- 
provement of those^ qualities that shed a halo 
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and diffuse a perfume over home, woman's best 
and brightest earthly dominion ! wQold have 
made th^m useful and beloved, eveii to the 
end of their days. 

Mra. Croydon, ** carried on the wiur»" as Mr. 
Altera used to say, '' most famously." She 
had good connexions; and, as her daughter's 
education, to use her own words, ** was com- 
pleted under first-rate masters ;" she resolved 
to devote herself to her friends, ancl let her 
house in Dublin, except for three months in 
the year, when it was absolutely. indispensable 
that she should attend the Castle festivities, 
'' for her daughters' sake I heigh ho ! she had 
no taste, now, for the world's pleasures!" 
nevertheless many suspected that she would 
not have objected to become Lady of Barry- 
town, a thing by no means likely, as Mr. 
Barry looked upon her in no other light than 
as the widow of his old friend. 

Mr. Wortley, also, was an object of much 
interest to the lady ; he admired beauty, so 
Miss Olivia was instruced to play off her best 
looks and best airs. He admired music, and 
Miss Letitia sung, until he was tired, all the 
oavatinas that Moa^rt and Rossini had ever 
composed. Fine girls and fine sing^« <tften 
go too far and ** overshoot the m^trk;" they 
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are perpetually assaulting your eyes, or your 
ears, until botii ache even to weariness. No- 
thing, unconneeted with intellect, can please 
long ; we soon grow weary of scentiess flowers, 
and senseless beauties. At all events the 
three ladies deserved some praise for their per- 
severance in the siege ; although their efforts 
were soniewhat like those of tiiree nautilus' 
storming Gibraltar. 

Gertrude Raymond was a being of a very 
different order; her figure was large, mor6 
dignified than elegant; her features, when 
tranquil, had an expression of hauteur — ^her 
brow was lofty and expanded ; her eyes, deep 
and well set; her skin, nearly olive; her 
hair might rival the raven's wing ; her ch6ek 
was, in general, colourless, except when her 
feelings were excited; and then the rich blo«od 
glowed through the dark surface with the 
deep colouring of the damask rose ; the eyes 
brightened, and the generally placid Gertrude 
Raymond, burst upon you in all the magnifi- 
cence of beauty 1 Bom of a noble but decayed 
family, and left an orphan at three years old, 
this high-minded young woman was adopted 
by an elderly maiden relative, the only one 
who retained wealth and influence. Gertrude, 
of course, had numerous enemies; for no 
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other reasoa than that alie came between 
certain peraons, who entertained certain viewx, 
on certain property ;— wherever there is a 
" long-tailed family," there is much grappling 
and intrigue to know who holds the beat 
cards. Miss Raymond, had of coume ob- 
served the various schemes pursued hy her 
cousins, hut witli no other emotion than that 
of pity. She pursued a course of undeviating 
rectitude, in opposition to their petty ma- 
noeuvrings. Her aged friend waa a woman 
whose temper ha<l been soured by much early 
miiifortuae ; and Miss Raymond, bore her 
caprices from grateful, not from iaterested. 
feelings. 

When Gertrude had attained her seven 
leentli year, Miss, or as she was usually 
called Mrs. Dorrington, resolved to leave her 
country-house, near Barry town, and reside- 
for a time in Bath ; the principal object in 
this change she declared was, her anxiety that 
Miss Raymond should receive all the advan 
tages of finishing masters and polished Ea-i 
glish society, as she would inherit the prin-' 
cipal part of her fortune. It is impossibW 
to conceive any thing like the sensation thiav 
avowal excited I An earthquake was nothing)' 
to it! All the cousins to the fourteenth removM 
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were in dreadful consternation; public and 
priyate committees assembled; and all minor 
jealousies were for a time forgotten, in order 
that the common enemy, poor Gertrude ! 
might be dispossessed of the strong hold she 
held in her rich relative's good opinion. 

"It is quite bad enough," said onor-^* to 
have her put over all our heads, and she very 
little nearer the old lady than ourselves ; but 
to leave the country, and go off like a duchess 
to Bath, and be pampered up, is too much 
entirely." ** It's enough to break a heart of 
stone," said another, '' to see her riding here, 
and riding there, in the csurriage, and looking 
so mealy-mouthed all the time ; and her kind- 
ness to the poor, all put on to gain popularity." 
They plotted and plotted, and planned and 
planned, but to no purpose; go she would, and 
go she did. In vain did the enemy declare 
their deep sorrow at parting for a time, with 
their beloved Mrs. Dorrington, and their dear 
** Miss Gurry ; " in vain did they offer, either 
singly, or in a body (forty-five of them, at the 
very least), to accompany their sweet friends 
to Bath ; or all over the world, at any per- 
sonal sacrifice, rather than suffer them to go 
alone amongst strangers. Mrs. Dorrington 
thanked them for their attention ; and abruptly 
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npljctl, tJial two thousand per annum made a 
liumu of every hotel in England, and frieodi 
iif all straugors ; and that she was able t^i tako 
care of Gertnide, and Gertrude was able Iff 
take care of her. The poor of the neighbour* 
hood sorrowed sincerely after their yousg 
ben efiic tress. Mr. Barry knew more of Miss 
RaymoiKl's charities than any other person, 
for she never failed to send him from Bath, 
little sums of money and presents for her poor 
peDstoners. Mrs. Dorrington was quite rig;ht 
in her estimation of society, elie had soon 
plenty of friends at Bath, and Miss Raymond's 
attractions drew many admirers to their house; 
I beg to be understood, as remembering, that 
lovers and admirers are two distinct specieBi 
It is a difficult thing to find an Irish agent, 
who performs his duty like an English one ; 
a circunistanco more to be attributed to want 
of business- know ledge than want of inclination. 
Mrs. Dorrington's remittances were delayed 
beyond all bearing. And after " abseateeing" 
some time, she surprised G-ertrude one morn- 
ing, by informing her, that she had made np 
her mind to go over to Ireland for a fortnight 
or three weeks, and look into her own afiairs, 
which, wanted arranging. " it will astonish 
tfaom all,'' she continued, " to see the old 
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woman looking so well, and as yoa have so 
often promised Mrs. Ackland, to spend a little 
time with her at Clifton, we will separate 
there; and I will not be absent more than 
three weeks. I shall certainly never suffer 
yon to revisit Ireland, until you are married in 
that sphere of life which your birth, and the 
money / have left you, entitles you to." 

Gertrude had not permitted any opportunity 
to pass, that enabled her to say a few words 
in favour of her relatives ; for Melf was never 
uppermost in her mind. But Mrs. Dorring- 
ton's reserved and even austere manners to her 
dearest earthly tie, were seldom even so bland 
as to permit such observations. Gertrude 
accompanied her friend to Clifton, and saw her 
departure with sincere sorrow — she yearned to 
behold the green hills of her country, and 
the dear companions of her childhood. But 
Mrs. Dorrington's fiat was not to be disputed. 
The first letter she received, contained a long 
description of the bad management that had 
occurred during her absence, and her resolve 
to set all to rights before she returned to 
England. The next was filled with details of 
sundry arrangements, and then came a long 
silence. No letters; post succeeded post; 
Qo intelligence. At length, a letter from Mr. 




Barry. — Mrs.Dorrington.he informed her, was 
lusly ill, and begged she would come oFer 
diulely. No packet sailed tliat day, tLe 
next brought another account: her friend, was 
deuit ; the shocli was more than she conltl 
bear, and, when abe aroae from a couch 
of suffering and sorrow, several letters were 
presented her by the lady of the house. The 
two principal were, one from her old and 
steady friend, Mr. Barry, intreatmg, if she 
knew of the existence of a will, to see to it al 
once ; as the heir at law, had already taken 
possession of the property, on the presumptioo 
that no docnment esiated leaving any pro- 
vision at all for her ; the other from the heir 
himself, desiring that all the letters, papers, 
and personal property of " the late Miss Dor- 
rington," (bow that cold sentence wounded) 
" should be forthwith delivered to Mr. Scrap- 
thome, Attorney- at- law. Back Lane, Bristol; 
who was empowered to take possession of the 
same. —From Madam, 

" Your's, Thos. Dorhington.' 
The very abject who, but six months befoi 
had requested " the always kind interference 
of his friend (who he was proud to call re- 
live), Miss Raymond, with that most rela- 
spectod lady, Mrs. Dorrinpton, to bog 
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might have forty acres of the upper farm, now 
out of lease, on fair terms, and a loan of thirty 
pounds to help to stock it, 

*^ From her humhle Servant to command, 
*' And most faithful Cousin, 
** Thos. Dorrington." 
Poor Gertrude ! the ingratitude manifested 
by the last epistle, for she had procured the 
man sixty pounds, and obtained his other re- 
quest, aroused all her energies, and diligent 
search was made for a will, but no document 
even alluding to one could be discovered ; 
every body felt for " poor Miss Raymond." 
** Such a melancholy change." " Pity she was 
not married before." " Hard fate." " Very 
distressing." Some asked her to spend a few 
days until she fixed upon her future plans," 
others extended their invitation to an entire 
month, but Lady Florence Barry, albeit, un- 
used to letter-writing, added the following 
postscript to her son's letter, which was dis- 
patched when all hopes of finding a will were 
abandoned: — " I am old, Gertrude; my hand 
trembles, and my eyes are dim, but my heart 
is warm — ^warmer towards you now than in 
your summer days ; come to us, be to us as a 
child, and your society will bestow a blessing 
which we will endeavour to repay." 
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Gertnide't reply to this geRermiB offer 
It OBoe ample and dignified* 

'< Itu noV she imd, '< thai I donotTdhie 
yonr kindness, dear and betered friends, alxnre 
eyery earthly blessing, bat I cannot live de- 
pendmmt even on yoo. I hare accepted t 
sitaation as goreiBess in Lady Brilliantfs ft* 
mily, and I will endeafonr to. do my dvty in 
that iqihere of life nnto which it kat)i pleased 
CM to call me. BeUere me the ohaage mut 
senre ; I almost think I was too uplifted. I 
haye now pnt mytmst in God, who will do 
what seemeih best onto him. ToHosonow I 
leave this place, its falsfr and lettering friends, 
to enter on my new duties in London. I am 
promised a month's holyday, and . then, if I 
can summon fortitude to visit Ireland, I will 
see you. I hear the new possessor has sold 
all off, even the ornaments of the old mansion; 
that is heart-rending. But, worst of all, my 
poor pensioners ; however, I shall be able to 
spare them something out of my eanunga — my 
earnings ; let me not be unthankful, I rememr 
ber with gratitude, that my education has 
saved me from the bsttemess of de^petidenem^^ 

In a decent solitary cabin, on the Dorrington 
estate, resided Nurse Keefe, so called from 
having '< fostered" Miss Raymond. She was 
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considered by her neighbours " a remarkablt: 
well-bred dacent woman," and when Gertmde 
left Ireland the faithful creature would have 
accompanied " her foster child," had it not 
been that her husband was in ill health, and 
demanded all her attention; he died about 
six weeks before Mrs. Dorrington, and Nurse 
made up her mind to return with that lady to 
England; her sadden death, of course, pre- 
vented it, and Nurse Keefe awaited " her 
own dear child's coming home to take posseS' 
■ion of her own ;" mourned for the dead, and 
rejoiced iu her young lady's prospects almost 
at the same moment. When she heard that 
the property was going into other hands no- 
thing could exceed her grief; she was al- 
most Irantic, and abused the heir-at-law in no 
measored terms, declaring that he had made 
away with the will, and all were thieves and 
rogues. Mr. Barry assured her that he was 
using his exertions to induce Miss Kaymond 
to reside with his mother, and that information 
afforded her some little comfort ; hut when she 
found that her nursling was going as governess 
to a family, the poor creature's misery was 
truly distressing. She returned to her cottage 
with a breaking heart, and did not even go to 
Barrytpwn to inquire after " Miss Gurry" for 
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three weeks, when she again made her ap- 
pearance there, she astounded Mr. Barry, 
with the information that she had <^ canted all 
her bits o' things," had drawn what money 
she had saved up in the bank out of it, 
and given up her farm, and was absolutely 
setting off to London to see ** her child," as 
she generally called her. <* I'm not going to 
be a burthen, Sir," said she to Mr. Barry, 
when he pointed out to the affectionate crea- 
ture the folly of her journey. '* I have as 
good as a hundred-and-twinty pounds, solid 
gould and silver, that's not mine, but her's, 
now she happens to want it, more's the pity ! 
Sure it was by sarving her I got it, which 
makes it her's, whin she's distressed (that I 
should live to see it !) if not in law, any how 
in justice, which is the best law without any 
manner of doubt. So I'll jist take it her my- 
self, to save postage ; and I'm stout and strong, 
and able to get up fine linen, and clear-starch, 
with any she in the kingdom of England, and 
sure, she'll be able to get me plinty of work ; 
and that trifle can lay in the London Bank 
for her, whin she wants any little thing, as 
sure she must, and I'll be near her to k^ep 
her from being put upon, by them English. 
And God be praised, I'm able to stand up fo^ 
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her still, and make her sensible of the honour 
she's doing them by staying there at all. 
And now my blessing, and the blessing of 
the poor be about y'er honour. You'll not see 
me until I can't be of any use to Miss Ray- 
mond, the angel ! " 

So Nurse Keefe journeyed to London; 
and, at last, found herself at Hyde-Park- 
Comer, quite bewildered by the crowd and 
noise, and endeavouring to make her way to 
Grosvenor Place. Her quaint appearance 
attracted much attention, as she passed. Short 
black silk cloak — ^white dimmity petticoat — 
shoes and silver buckles — small black silk 
bonnet — ^hardly shading her round good-na- 
tured face, were singular gear, even in London; 
and her rich brogue whenever she inquired, 
** if any one could tell her, where Lady Bril- 
liant's, and her young lady's house was in 
Grosvenor Place," caused a universal laugh, 
which she did not at all relish. She stood at 
the comer opposite Hyde Park, gasing wildly 
about, resolved not to ask any more questions, 
when a gentleman good-naturedly inquired, 
** if she was looking for any particular house." 

<' Is it looking ! troth and I am Sir, till 
I'm blind and stupid, and can see nothing, 
God help me ! with the noise and the people, 
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Wre. I'm «Tre. are lii maii : b^c i« t?> s^ 

c<«M ipU sp dbp wiY Bi7 one Lafr Brv 
Uaet"*. *=<i my yrjins LiciT-V wfe ii^ «»^ 

- Laifr BriDnat'* ! "^ u p cal fri cfe stnzj?r. 
«* I an ranff th<pre. %B«i tw hbt |bii«v s^. 
ff r^a pl^asr." Tk cmtl«am& walked ov. ^* 
Ike delirttrd nvne bremA l^jait addn^w<i 

DIB,— 

" All, then ^ir, eirrr jot m hrmen t» yr 
and rare ye know my yvuig Uhr f 

" I hare not that pleamre.^ 

" I ax y'er pardkm. bot ye said w kaew 
Lady Brilliant.'' 

« I do." 

'' Well, y'er honovr, sure my jvNuifr lady 
Hreif with her.'' 

' '* No young lady, that I know of, fires 
iil<rtre, except — Oh I hare heard of a voane 
Friah lady, a governess, I belicTe^ bat. of 
eoarse, she is not seen." — 

•^ Not seen," repeated Nvrse, who had no 
Mea that Miss Raymond could be exeluded 
frtai any society. 
^" fsshesick. Sir?'' 
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" Not that I know of; but 1 suppoie ahe is 
in the nursery, or ttady, or aomewbow wUk 
the children." 

This information could not silently b« borno» 
and she told the gentlenum, vith ao much 
earnestness, the history of har 'V young lady," 
that although he was much interastedt ho 
heartily wished himself housed; for Nurse 
Keefe's eloquenoe attracted, a gQ(¥l deal ol 
attention. As they aapended the ^opf of 
Lady Brilliant's residence, Gei^ttmde and imv 
pupils were descending. The poor ereatnco 
sprang forward, fell on her kajoes, aad gvasped 
Miss Raymond's dress, nnahle, fortn^atelyi 
from her yiolent agitation, : to utter a s^ntmiea, 
The fiace of an old friend .is more dnligbtftd 
than sunshine in winter. Oartnide raiMd.llN9 
aged woman to her bosom; and headless of 
the presence of strang^rs» barpt into .team. 
When, after the lapse of an hour, Nncia 
Keefe and Miss Raymond, were seeled in 
the study appropriated to Grertruda's jgui^i 
the faithful creature opened her simple plm 
to her foster-child, and endeavoured to im- 
press on her mind that the money, which 
she had brought carefully wrapt in an old 
stocking, was Gertrude's. Much did the 
good Nurse regret that she could not make 
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^ras il» » litde mortified that he did not 
hm y mn g lady, as she tiioaght eyer^body 
l» ^, bat cffiuoied herself by itauttering 
e— " Wcfl, if s Aughty qnare, 
Bu^ishiMB are affeard of wearing 
^^»ir tngns; who knows, for all that, but 
he's like die countryman's goose, thit 
all Ihe move fior not spaking.*' 
Wertiey, for it was the self-same gen- 
. did tbmk mach on every subject, bat 
ef Gertmde than of any other; 
her dien, bnt he had heard of 
bar a great deal. Lady Brilliant spoke of 
Kstpaosd m the highest terms, and the 
miaifratwd die strongest attachment 
deer kind governess.'' << She 
i» ahma so dignifi^ and correct," said her 
Ladjnhip^ ** and is never oat of temper," said 
Iktla Jtasica; ^and althoagh she is sometimes 
aMianalRdy * added Miss CliriiidA, the eldest 
«f tbe aUMien, ** whieh is not Ito b^ wondered 
al» btcnase oMe she Inul almost^^kimost as 
M i ntb mommy m Maiiiij yet she smiles away 
bertmtoi^a so sweetly^ and sings fbr us of an 
i« at well^ indeed qvite as well^ as Miss 
very like her to, the ballads that 



** IH«f MdHflMi^'' Bsid Charies> a rosy boy 



ot sevou years old, " do coliX: MUb Itaymoi^l 
to drink lea iu the drawing-roooi witU us to- 
niglit ; she will never oome wLeE there's com- 
pany, l»ut Mr. Wortley, you know, is aQ old 
tVieotl, and comes often, aod is oobody, and tkeo 
she will aing tor us; ilo Mamma." CliarleB's 
request waa readily granted, and lie ran oiT 
with a message from Mamma, begging Miga 
Raymund would that eveiung take tea iu.the 
drawing-room; he stopped at th« door, and said 
playfully to Mr. Wortley, who had beenapme 
lime in the room, " mind, I heard you say U> 
Papa the other day that you wanted a wife ; 
now you shan't have my Mise Rayabond, i'or 
she shall be my wife whea I'm a man." 

" Dignilied and correct — never out of tem- 
per — with much reason to be sorrowful-:— and 
yet chasing it away, even to gratify childhood ; 
and singing — I never, never heard any. woman 
sing with half so mneh feeling ! . Whut an 
admirable wife she would make I" So hdIlIo- 
quized Mr. Worlley when he left the family 
party in tirosvenor Place, and, of course, came 
to the resolution of knowing more of this " very 
interesting and auperior woman." That, how- 
ever, was not easily accomplished, the ed,D(ia- 
lion of Lady Brilliant's children occupied «ll 
Gertrude's time, and even if the duties of her 




jMisot ^pwtsatod it, she kad ao le- 

fawi ftriiiffwwible ikikleiicM, thii 

«t ftll JwniinBd to stake erea u 

upon it agani. When Mr. 




iwifannnililt> suide ham minicwaid; aad, h«« 1 
ooDiai vniid vcyB^ liuit R»»g;l»«h gmtle- 
m pi—nal, do aiA kmow Immt to mke 
1 «Hi iwii> fcr It, aad |yn« smcerely 
jwiwj ii w i e — I sappoBe tkey find it 
; it cmnot be tlie finlt of tbeir 
si^^Bcity is fHOFeriml; it 
W 1^ fnk ef tbcsir keaits, for tlie 
Inha «f SI FnfBiihiii is tke tlin»e of every 
mffmniiwiMfc md aoUr- ImIbii^. I kave often 
tlMW^ ii ^w Ike imA «f tlM difluUe; but 
m llns 1 son <«tun k is ^pute JMpossible to 
•wiihI iMaMi^ nt ^nir devotions, tkey psj 
llMin «» inatnh wmiff seeHi to bow what 
l»ng iniriufBJifawiotf'afteratime — of that 
I <aMMa jpAira. H— Mtx , my digiessiQii has 
an An anMh iha oa M to ra alion poor Mr. 
<rx|iwif trf whea he foand that 
vas goiag to spend two 
B lMiytowm daring Lady Bril- 
ott the C<Hituient. He 
liiTiHSh« li^ siwid apeak at once to her as well 
la li^ ifiidWL hal a little reflection convinced 
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him that this would be l\ie. moat ett'ectniil way 
to oblaiu a decided refusal, as he could yet 
have made no progress in faer allections, and 
he knew her mind was too noble to calcnlate 
merely upon worldly advantages in a matrimo- 
nial connexion. After much pro and con, tic 
resolved to apeak to Lady iirilliaat on the 
subject, and, without waiting for his curricle, 
walked qnickly towards Grosve nor Place; when 
he arrived, he was informed that Miss Kay- 
mend, attended by Nurse Keefe and Lady 
Brilliant's own footman, bad just departed for 
Ireland, and that Lady Brilliant wascompleting 
her arrangements previous to her Continental 
tour. He felt at once a strong inclination to 
visit Ireland, Every man of liberal feeling 
should make the tour of the sister Isles — 
be wondered he had never thought of it 
before — the Lakes of Killamey were cele- 
brated all over the world— the Giant's Cause- 
way, too, one of the most wonderful works of 
nature— the County Wicklow— the Vale of 
Avoca — he repeated Moore's lines to the beau- 
tiful valley with absolute eiithusiasm, Besides, 
there was bis father's old college friend, Mr. 
Barry: he had seen him in England during 
his parents' life-time, and knew he would be 
so glaii to see him, dear old gentleman ! how 
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delightM to talk with him of hk fkther-it 
wms, really, Tory ungrateful not to have visited 
him before ; and, now that London was quite 
empty (the carriages were jostling at every 
comer), he must go to the country, and he 
would go to Ireland.'* — ^Accordingly, he wrote 
immediately to Mr. Barry, informed him of 
bis anxiety to pay his respects to his father's 
old friend, and explore the beauties of a coun- 
try he had heard so much of; hoped he should 
not inconvenience Mr. B. would await his 
answer at Milford, and concluded by saying, 
that he earnestly requested he would not 
mention his intended visit to any one, except 
Lady Florence, as he had a particular, very 
particular reason, indeed, for not wishing it 
mentioned, which he would hereafter explain. 
Oh the vanity of the male sex! '^ he did not 
wish it mentioned," because he wanted to see 
the effect his sudden appearance would pro- 
duce on Gertrude. 

There is a sort of free-masonry in good- 
ness that none but the good can under- 
stand ; Mr. Barry very soon after Mr. Wort- 
ley's arrival, both knew and approved of his 
manly and disinterested attachment to his 
young friend ; sincerely rejoiced at the pros- 
pect of wealth and happiness that was bright- 
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ning before her, and only dreaded leart 
Gertrude's high feelings would prevent her 
being dependant (as she would call it) eren 
on a husband* The manoeuvrings of Mrs. C. 
and Co. entertained him much; and, after 
dinner, on the evening of the day that the 
'* Blue Lady" arrived, as the gentlemen en- 
tered the drawing-room, Mr. Barry and Mi^ 
Wortley paused, and whispered to each other 
the same words, *' how superior is she to 
all around her." Certainly the contrast be- 
tween Gertrude and Miss Spinner was very 
ludicrous ; the real information of the one and 
assumed learning of the other reminded one of 
Florien's beautiful fable, Le Rossignol et k 
Prince — 

/*" 

« Les sots savent tout se pxoduire; 

Le merite se oache, il &ut Taller trouver." 

One was as presuming as the sparrows, the 
other as retiring as the nightingale. 

*' Now, re-e-ly," commenced the learned 
lady, " now, re-e-ly," (she was ambitious of the 
English accent) ^^ I am so glad you are come ; 
gentlemen, I contest for woman's talent, but I 
lowly bend to the magnificent intellect of the 
creation's lords, although it must b^ confessed 
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yoa are not * melting as a lover's prayer,' as 
Hughes beaatifally expresses it ; and though, 
sometimes, * ye are inore changeahle than 
Proteus,' yet' are ye ' glorious as Mars,' 
and ' luminous as stars f There/' said the 
lady, making a low curtsy» ** is rhyme and 
reason, which I consider the perfection of 
oratory !" 

Miss Livy and Miss Letty langbed ; Ger- 
trude smiled, and the gentlemen could scarcely 
keep their countenances in proper form. Mr. 
Altem, the rattling fox-hunter, complimented 
the lady on her eloquence, which^as, he said, 
** as -good as a play,^ and seated him^lf % 
her side, to draw her out ; there was little 
occasion for it, for when once a woman gets "a 
taste for display, it is like the oyerflowing of 
the Nile, which no earthly harrier can with- 
stand — I fear me, however, it does not fertilize 
like that river. When the tea equipage was 
removed. Miss Spinner proposed " that they 
should busy thetnselves in some intellectual 
exercise. I am sure j^ she continued, ** Miss 
Raymond, who has so long enjoyed the en- 
lightening beams of London society, will second 
this motion ; and, indeed, I wished particularly 
to ask her, if she had seen any of the cele- 
brated characters, the lions of the day ?" 
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" Yes, I have, I believe, seen many of 
them." 

" Oh, how I envy you ! perhaps you at- 
tended the celebrated Doctor Townsend*s 
lectures, on the use and abuse of the steam- 
engine; of course you recollect Darwin's 
beautiful lines — 

" Fresh, through a thousand pipes, the wave distils, 
And thirsty cities drink th' exuberant rills." 

Gertrude confessed she had not attended 
the lectures. 

** What a pity ! I think I saw your daughters, 
Mrs. Croydon, in that sweet fellow's botanical 
studio, at the Rotunda, I forget his name — 
Rose — Rosacynth ! — do you recollect his de- 
lightful, and beautifully poetical description 
of the papilionaceous tribe? and his hortus 
siccus — so talented and classical ! to arrange 
the loves of the flowers like Moore's loves of 
the angels." 

" Oh, yes," replied both young ladies, 
** we all remember Mr. Rosacynth, we attended 
his lectures, and all such things, before our 
education was finished. I suppose, Gertrude, 
you will make Lady Brilliant's daughters, ytmr 
pupils 9 do so, when they are old enough?" 

" Young Ladies," replied Mr. Barry, 
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quietly, " I believe Miss Raymond will soon 
devote her excluuve attention to one pupil, at 
leMt I know one who would give*— ^ 

" Dear Sir," aaid poor Gertrade, springiiig 
up, ** do, do hold—peace — for pity's sake." 

'* Bleas me, what's the matter?" inquired 
old Lady Florence ; the Croydons exchanged 
glances; Mr. Wortley stooped to look for his 
handkerchief, which was in his hand« and Mr. 
Altem gave a long whew. The silence showed 
symptoms of continuance which, nevertbeless, 
the fox-hunter at length broke. " I hop^ you 
don't patronize the three B's that preside over 
conversaaioni 7" 

« What are they?" laughed Mr. Barry. 

'* Blue stockings, blue milk, and blue 



ruin." 



'^ Sir — Mr. Altem," said Miss Spinner, 
indignantly, << I am sorry for you ! you have 
DO more taste for the beauties of literature — 
to tbmk or speak so becomes a Goth, a Vandal, 
or — a fox-hunter." 

'' Whew, dear Madam, don't plunge so; a 
joke's a joke — though, faith, there's some truth 
in it I was inveigled, once, to one of their 
conversazioni; what a pucker they were in, 
worse than a pack of hounds in full cry, but 
not half the spirit or harmony, for they were 
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all alter dtlKMre&t game'; some shooting, some 
courskig, some angHng, some (old one's too) 
ogleing : they seemed to me to neglect no sort 
of business, exeept eating, and that was not 
their fault, £or they had nothing to eat, saire 
trumpery biscnlts and half-starved sand- 
"iHehes; my Sly w6uld swallow^ plates and 
ait in a 'moment— o^yffee^ send eau meres and 
alii oh, what is it to a baron of' beef and a 
foaming tankard, or a smdking jug of whisky 
pnnchf 

^ Bat, sir,*' said, Gertrude, kindty, for she 
tew Miss Spinner was annoyed, '* sorely peo^^ 
pie do not assemble merely to eat and drink ; 
as ittt^ectaal betnga, we hai^ higher objects 
in'society, and .^ 

" I'll tell you what," said the honest, birt 
nlipdlshed 'Sqnim, ** you are much too pretty 
for one of the jlisterhood." 

'^ Sir, I thank yon,'* and Miss Spinner 
arose and curtsied low, Topy low, to Mr; 
Altem. 

** Miss Olivia," said Mr. Wwtley, eager to 
avei^t the <)oming^ ptentt^ ^* do, pray, ibvoor us 
#it!h that beautifiili cayatiiia of Rosiai's--^we 
sAl likemilsic." 

"'4^i6« 'Livy did not ^need a second -request^ 
and ftir ^4lotte limtf nhe iras listened to with 
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much attention ; at last Mw Spinner became 
tired of silence, and gliding. up to Mr^ Barry, 

said, ^* that as Mr. «0he forgot the name, 

had gone off that morning, in search of Roman 
pavements, and broken y^osselsr—pipes — and in- 
teresting relics of the olden time, and had not 
yet returned to illuminate their orbit by his 
brilliant discoveries, she had a few little^ curi- 
osities in her bureau up stairs^ that . might 
^.fford amusement — ^she would bring them down 
while they were singing." The lady fioon im- 
ported the various packages, bpxes and bags, 
placed them on the sola, piled up on her right 

hand and on her left^.and looked, not. vnlik^ a 
venerable mummy, encompassed by ^Egyptian 
relics. She exhibited her specimens of con- 
chology ; mineralogy ; her Uttle electrifying ma- 
chine; her figure from the Inquisition, ^t, Qor; 
a snuff box that Buonaparte had— looked at ; a 
lock of hair, cut from the tail of Marie An- 
toinette's favourite lap-dog; a bit of Pope's 
willow ; a leaf of Shakespear's mulberry itree ; 
a petrified toe of St. Peter's, which was 
plas^cally labeled — ** Digit de Sancto Pieifo !" 
and many other equally valuabjle rplics. .'JDjie 
young people grouped around h^r^.a^d^e 
was unusually elaborate and. eloquent. in, ^er 
descriptions; nay, she even repe^t^d :^.,f;k- 



tempo ran eou 3 poem she Lad mtide upon lier- 
seU" on a misty morning. 

Gertrude and Mr. Wortley were standing 
near eat^Ii other, when Miss Spinner pulled 
various old fashioned boxes from a yellow silk 
bag : — " I purchased these very intereHting 
relics of antiquity al a receptacle for old 
furniture, vulgo-~a broker's shop; it is very 
obscure ; 1 fancy there is part of this strange 
looking box unopened — it appe&rs ao thick 
and clumsy — perhaps the fastening is con* 
cealed by some spring ; it has hitherto baf- 
fled my utmost ingenoity, and I hardly 
thought the man would sell it without ex- 
amination." 

" I ought to know it," said Gertrude, "it 
belonged, 1 am certain, to my dear old friend's 
cabinet," She took it, and touuhed a' spring 
that was concealed by a small stud ; the bot- 
tom opened, and discovered, tightly pressed 
in, a roll of parchment. 

Mr. Barry seized it, hasdly tinfasteued 
the ribband which tied it, and exclaimed— 
" Gracious providence [ the will ! Uio will! the 
will ! .She was neither forgetful nor unjoBt. 
My dear Gertrude — Mr. WorlJey — 1 give jo 
joy ; she '11 have ye now, because she'll' ^u 
almost in rich as yourself — joy, joy. Oh, I'ul 

^VDL. II. H 
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SO happy, quite right; 'all my personal ami 
estated property too;' — my dear Miss Spinner, 
you are the sweetest being on earth;—* to 
Gertrnde Raymond' — just as it should be/' 

" Dear, dearest Gertrude," exclaimed Mr. 
Wortley; bat Gertrude had fainted on his 
shoulder, and salts, eau-de-luce, de cologne. 
de-Mille-flenres were abundantly supplied by 
the young ladies, who hardly understood the 
natter, but knew that all was in delightful 
bustle, or, as Miss Spinner said, '< soft cod- 
finion — ^rosy terror." 

When Gertrude had recovered, and time 

was afforded for deliberate investigation, Mr. 

Barry read the Will aloud. Mrs. Dorrington 

had left her entire property to Miss Raymond; 

sibject to some life annuities, either to old and 

Mbiul servants, or poor relatives. Amongst 

libcT paragraphs contained in it, was the 

^mtifsing : — *^ And whereas, I have good and 

^i^mtial reasons for believing that Tho- 

^^Daningtoa (who is, unfortunately, by the 

ly my nearest relative), is a double- 

and a heartless man ; seeing 

frUed Janus, he carries two 

?to.be provided for by Ger- 

l, ooKvineed that she of her 

do more for him, in consider- 
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ation of his family, than my love of jastice 
woald permit, knowing his duplicity as I do ; 
— I leave him to her mercy." 

'' It is singular," observed Mr. Barry, ** that 
my old friend should so studiously have con- 
cealed all information on the subject of her 
Will from us; to execute itwithherownhandi 
and never mention its existence. She was a 
good lawyer, however, for it is duly witnessed; 
but where shall we find those people? this 
document has been nearly eight years in ex- 
istence. ' Patrick Muller,' the old butler, he 
is dead ; * Frank Hayward' and * Jane Miller,' 
have you any idea where they are, Gertrude 7^ 

'* Frank Hayward married Jane immedi- 
ately on our g6ing to Bath, and my dear rela- 
tive, you know, Sir, never retained married 
servants ; but she procured them confidential 
situations in Sir Thomas Harrowby's family. 
They have been ever since on the continent; I 
believe they are now at Rome." 

" How very fortunate," said Miss Spinner, 
** that I happened to purchase the box ! My 
liear Miss 'Raymond I give you much joy." ' 
■ • " Oh, so do we all," said Mrs. Croydoni 
tkmieirbat-awkwiurdly,' however, ftwr Mn Wort- 
ley's' exclamation had convinced her, that her 
daughters' beauty and accomplishments ha4 
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'been dUplmyed in vain ; and that» even when 
portionless, and a goyerness, Gertrude Ray- 
mond, notwithstanding her want of tact, ad* 
vanced age (twenty-two), and what Mrs. C— 
^ways termed ** very plain appearance," hail 
•conquered, what she considered, " a man 
,wortii looking ^A^er," hecause he had five 
■thontand a year ! 

• •* Gertrude," said Lady Florence, who by 
■the assistance of her ear trumpet, heard and 
understood all that had occurred — <* My dear 
Gertrude, your old friend rejoices for you. 
'Nearly a century has passed over this grey 
liead, and those who number only half my days, 
must know much of joy and sorrow, yet this is 
one of the happiest hours I have eyer known. 
I sorrowed, bitterly sorrowed, when you, of 
ancient family, and mind capable of adding 
lustre to the highest rank, became an hireling 
for gold. Yet, Gertrude, I loved you more 
and more ; for even the pittance you la- 
boured for, you divided with the poor and 
the afliicted. Nay, child, 1 will speak ; I do 
not- often praise ; but you deserve more than 
I can give — Never did you utter unkind- 
Bess towards these who had. dashed your cup 
of happiness to the earth, even as it had touched 
your lips — Never did you suffer the breath of 
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slander to dim her memory, from whom you 
had 9 right to expect so much ; for you were 
unto her as a dear and tender child. I know 
the heart has ties stronger than those of kili^ 
dred, but you had claims fjrt>n^ both tho8<$ 
sources." 

^^ My dear Lady Florence/' interrupted 
Gertrude, much affected,, <* you dverrate — I 
knew my friend too well to imagine even that 
^he would forget me, I should have been^bs^De; 
if I could for a moment have believed it V- > - 

'^ Your trials are now passed," resumed the 
old lady; ^^the wind of adversity separates/ 
the chaff from the wheat. You have leamt. 
ta talue the world's friendship^^And whetr 
I remember the virtues that characte^sed 
your amiable and excellent parents, thewordflf^ 
of this holy book press upon my memory — ** C 
have been young, and now am old,' yet saw r 
never the righteous forsaken^ nor hisi seed) 
begging their bread." 

^'Han^ me," said Mr. Aherp; after gtjtaiise, 
'^ but ifs worth riding'a steeple-chlise; to eonid' 
in for all this." . fi 

<'^ It would make a delightful tale, if *wellr 
wrought up," interrupted Misi^ Spinner, quiter 
good enough 'foE>-<-^—V peihapsr«hot fc»r:BUtcil^ 
wood ;> but for iK)«Be thing dse^ particularly if 
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it ends, as I presame» with a — a — spare my 

Uwhes!" 

« 

A sBimy Sabbath morning socceeded thii 
hmpfjdemomewtemis and the finding of the Will 
vat noised all orer the parish ; the most bosj 
agent on this occasion, was Nurse Keefe> who 
went to first mass^ expressly for the porpose 
of telling ** how my young lady will have her 
rif^t, and the bad breed 11 be forced to fly 
the eonntry, and auNre will be happy than me 
— the fine Bngliah gindeman, that many was. 
iMier, the silly erathurs, as if it would be ony 
good far them to put themselyes equal to my 
joong lady^ with the rale gintleman who had 
sieh beautifiil estates, and sich a. power of 
money, and a rale eastle; built on a gould 
mine (as I hard tell), and whin he wants, he 
has nothin' to do, bat uasy to one of his men, 
* James, go down and bring me up a bucket 
ef gould,* and to another, * Charles my man, 
go down and bring me up a bucket of silver.' " 

The peasantry, who most cordiaUy hated 
** the new man,'' rejoiced very sincerely at 
the intelligence. *Tho8. Dorrington Esq/ 
was neither fitted by nature nor education to 
oeeupy the station in society to which his 
wealth had raised him. He was what the poor 
tormcd *'a hard man;'' let the land to the 
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highest bidder, without; any regard fo the 
oldest tenant, and distrained for rent when- 
ever it was not paid to the hour. Such a pe#» 
son was not likely to obtain popularity. And 
his low habits effectually prevented .bit asso- 
ciating with the gentry, on equal terms. 

*' Well, bad as he is. Mistress Keefe," said 
Paddy Magin, ** he did'nt spirit away the will, 
which for sartin I thought she did ; for he'al^ 
ways had the look of a dirty turn." 

'* Well, I set it down to that too, Paddys 
and it's well for him he didn't; I'll stop 
myself after grate mass jist fo see my young 
lady go to church, and pass the mock peopU 
on the road." , : / 

" Success to ye for erer. Mistress, honey I 
and I'll gather the boys, and we'll have a 
shout for the young lady, and a groan for the 
by-gones, that '11 shiver the mountains in no 
time ; if s a pity it's Sunday, or we'd have a 
bonfire." 

'' Aye, Paddy, we'll havf^ that same whin 
she's set up safe and sound in her own house ; 
I don't think theyll have the face to dis|>ute 
die will ?" 

Paddy did ** gather the boys," and a gl»^ 
rious shout and a deafening groan they gave. 

** Thos. Dorrington, Esq." aflfected at first 
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to disbelieve the will; but he secretly procured 
what money he could from the tenants, and, 
«leserting his unfortunate wife, whom he had 
long treated with brutal indifference, fled to 
America, and left them to the mercy of one 
who loved mercy, and who prpved it hy acts of 
kindness, even to her enemies. 
- Barcytown never was so full of conq)any as 
about three months after Miss Spinner's box 
had been found to contain so yaluable a parch- 
loent; shake-downs in every room; Qpen house 
••^sheep and oxen roasted whole — ^barrels of ale 
^d whisky— fidlers' and pipers — Lady Bril- 
liant and suite-^Nurse Keefe, deputy mistress 
of kitchen ceremonies — Miss Spinner in a white 
ilatin hat, looped up with roses ^-la-pastoralle, 
and Si'real new wig— Mrs.. Croydon and her 
daughters (poor spite), <' so particularly en- 
gaged that they eotild not dothe mselves the 
honour from which' they expetcted so much 
happiness, but wished the lovers, bride, and 
bridegroom, more than a thousand blessings." 
Barrytown was always noted for its hospitality ; 
for the poor, as well as the rich, sheltered 
under its roof, and the generous master af- 
foded relief to all who really wanted it 
But w|ien Gertrude Baymond was married to 
Alfi*ed- Wortky, every body wondered where, 
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even in Barry town, such crowds could have 
been packed. Lady Florence Barry, who had 
not been outside her own avenue gate for 
twenty years, accompanied the bride; and 
Mr. Barry gave her away. More people could 
not have been at a Priest's funeral than as- 
sembled on this memorable occasion — 

*' When the wrong was made riglit, 
And the dark, light," 

as Miss Spinner quoted it, and the '' might 
and right" was exemplified for many years by 
the inhabitants of Barrytown and Mount Ger- 
trude (as Lady Florence called Mrs. Dorring- 
ton's old residence) — 

« Hospitality, 
No formality," 

became the motto of bdfii houses, which were 
conducted on the same plan> except, indeed, 
that Mr. Wortley never mortgaged his pro- 
perty, and the great hall at Mount Gertrude 
was garnished with merry, laughing children, 
instead of dogs, eagles, cats, and ravens. 
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.Don't talk to me, Paddy Mulvany, don't talk 
'to me — ^Where's the use of your talking, chit- 
^er-chatter, chitter-cliatter, like a nest of 
magpies ? don't I know what I know ? Im- 
.provements indeed I answer me this, am not 
-I fifty-two years and three months old — and 
haying a fine memory, as well as much fore- 
sight, thanks be to God ? don't I recollect as 
^oogi as fifty years ? And what then ? why 
-this ; that all the trading-boats landed, on that 
out shore, safe and sound, whatever was 
wanted. Don't tell me of the place being in- 
'CQnvanienty Paddy Mulvany ; it's no such 
jJung, In a peaceable village, building a 
^na^ to land coal ! As if the people can't bum 
Mf aa their grandfathers did before them 1 
And tiiiiber t wont wattles do for the cabins 
^aa.ireU aa:eTer7 hat mark the upshot of this. 
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©very potatoes every grain of corn, '11 be 
bought up and sent out of the coontry, when 
the English boats come in, and we shall be 
all starred ; and neither man, woman, or child, 
will be left alive to tell the story." 

" Why, thin. Mister Peter, sure it's y'er- 
self that sees the sonny side of the thing, 
yeVe a mighty cheering way wid ye, ever and 
always," said Paddy Mnlvany, looking archly 
at his companion. 

" Sunny side ! Why there a no sunny side, 
man alive, to see. When Wellington Bridge 
was built over the Scar, and aure they wen 
talking of that bridge more than a hundred 
years before it was Im^^; — ^no good will come 
of it, said I, and I was right; it has now been 
built three years, and no road made to it yet; 
and, by the same token, it's cracked in die 
middle ; I knew no good would come of it 
Oh what service that money would have done 
the neighbours, if it had been properly laid 
out" 

** Troth, Master Peter, you may say that-- 
that is, I suppose, if you had the managemetti 
of it— ^t, any how, the Quay 11 be built in 
spite o' ye ; for it's an English gentleman that 
has taken it in hand ; and Uess ye, although I 
know ye kept a creditable shop m the towno* 
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Ross, you have no notion how qnick they get* 
things done in England. Sure I see it all 
whin I used to take Master Nick Letfs pigs 
to Bristol Fair ; ye'd hardly credit it, but I 
have seen an entire street of houses built up^ 
plastered, painted, papered, great, big houses, 
and Uie people ateing, drinking, and sleeping 
in thim comfortable, as any thing, all in one 
week. Bless ye, they go about things, and 
finish them out of hand in a jifiy/' 

*' So much the worse — so much the worse, 
Paddy Mulvany, no good can come of that; 
but I suppose, as you say an Englishman has 
taken it in hand, the Quay will be built. Ye'r 
all mad I believe, barring myself; I see how 
it will end, but you mark my words, Paddy 
Mulvany, no good will come of it. I'll just 
step over to see what they're after down yonder, 
so good bye, Paddy — ^remember my words." 

** God be wid ye, Master Peter. Hulloo, 

I forgot to tell you that Friar MuUoy's brown 

nag pitched him into the ditch, and Mister 

HoUin'ft chimbly took fire on account of the 

new English way of sweeping; they put a 

goose at Uie top of the chimbly, and let it fly 

down/^ 

'< There, didn't I say so," replied the little 

van tti^ping.and looking as pleased as Punch 
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mt the account of the accidents. '' Sure 1 told 
Friar Mulioy ' that nag '11 brake y>r lieve- 
rence's neck/ said I — I knew it; mark my 
words.'* 

** Why thin yeV a quare little animal of a 
christian, and ye believe every word I said, 
je little fool of a thing," continued Paddy, >$ 
he looked after Master Pjeter Callaghan, alias 
«• Peter the Prophet," alias ** Peter the Croa- 
ker,** ''and it!s a dale more ye thinks of y'erself 
than any body thinks ; so much the better, one 
madman in the parish is enough. But von 
chap's not to say clane mad, only a little 
touched wid the cratnr, and mighty puffed out, 
thinking he^s got more in his brain box nor 
any other body in the whole kingdom. Priests 
and Bishops into the bargain. God forgive us 
all our sins.'* 

And Paddy went off in an opposite direction 
lo Peter the Prophet, who journeyed towards 
the intended Quay. Peter was a slight, stiff, 
pertinacious, pragmatic, old bachelor, sour as 
a crab apple, and obstinate as a mule ; he had 
realiied a small independence, and invariably 
passed his summer months at Bannow, having 
taken it into his head that sea air did him 
much good ; he was a source of great amuse- 
ment to the peasantry, who named him «* Peter 
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the Prophet/' from his hahit of prognosti- 
cating; others called him ** Peter the Croaker," 
for 'he always prophesied evil. Paddy Mul- 
vany was a very different person — a cheerful 
careless Iru^unan, whom the farmers held in 
' constant request as a drover. The most wealUiy 
considered themselves fortunate in securing 
Paddy's-serrices, when cattle were to be sent 
to £ngland or Wales. For matters of busi- 
< ness, Paddy's word was his bond ; and, al- 
though he could neither read nor write, his 
a^ceuitts were always fraotionally correct, and 
^lie mad^'fnost extraordinary sales for his em- 
«plo]^Ml^he had not even his national fault, 

* the^'lote oC whisky ; but I confess that he some- 
^^tflliei indulged in most marvellous stories, and 

' qMslMd every body he met without mercy. 

Master Peter he took much delight in tor- 

^' lAeftt i A g, and it was perfectly astonishing how 

^'"Peleir the Prophet" could ever have believed 

^%Hr©i* that Paddy Mulvany uttered. For once, 

* •h!&¥^et, he spoke the truth, in saying that an 
^^^^^sh gentleman was really going to build a 
^.^^fttfiyy^'Mt the entrance ef Bannow harbour ; no 
Si^^ocrbld'^trB bettor suited for the i^urpoee 
"Aui'ithai' s& judiciously fixed lipon ; it was 
-QMil^MlttrM/Atid beautifully situated, with 
i4MllDlb«l<tl^itK»i«d fldflct a thirty ton sloop, even 

VOL. II. 1^ 
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whan the tide wai out ; tke foad whioh led to 
it WM a SReoefHUQB of hiU and dal0> at one tide 
shadowed hy a thiek oak foieat; while the view 
OK the other passed over sunny fields and little 
eottagesy and was tenninated isi the distance 
by the sea; the boundless sea Cbiniinginnnnke - 
nd>le ereeks and bays along the ooasi. The 
littk island opposite waa enlivened by a oheer- 
fal looking fum-housey while a few relies of 
some old oastles^ o'er parts 



«* The ploafl^ bsd fmwd, or weeds bad gnrni^** 

served as a relief to the sameness of the view, 
and afforded subject for meditation: on the 
land side, high hills rose above the valley in 
rude magnificence, their healthy hue broken 
by patches of cultivation; and, indeed, no where 
could a more interesting spot be found, than 
the one selected by the English gentleman, 
Mr. Townsend, for the long projected Quay. 
I am sorry, for the sake of Peter the Pro- 
phet's reputation, to be obliged to state, that 
all things went on prosperously at the new 
building, and even the gentry were astonished 
at the rapidity with which the work pro- 
ceeded ; each man had his allotted portion, 
and the wages were paid every Saturday even- 
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ing, precisely as the clock struck six. To the 
Quay were added stores, and a salt manufac- 
tory — and, before a twelvemonth had elapsed , 
all was finished — properly finished — ^plastered 
— and pointed — the windows were even, and 
well set — the slates properly pegged — the tiles 
all of a size — and the buildings had a neat and 
business-like appearance. 

Peter the Prophet and Paddy Mulvany 
met at nearly the same place where they had 
separated about a year before, and both turned 
their steps towards the new Quay. 

" It's a fine sunny day, God bless it, Mister 
Peter — and I suppose ye'r going to the new 
Quay to see the fun ; it was, I must say, very 
generous of Mr. Townsend to give us a let-out ; 
all the top of the gintry have a grand enter- 
taiinnent — a collution they call it — ^up stairs in 
the stores — and below there's a piper — and 
who knows what ! — and the atin' and the 
drinkin', in lashims — and the two sloops — 
that are after commin' in with timber and 
coal, have such gay streamers out — as it's 
quite charmin' to see." 

*' I don't see any thing charming in it, 
Paddy Mulvany — charming in a coloured rag 
flying red, and blue, like a turkey-cock — and 
as to the entertainment — mark my words, no 



196 PETER THE PROPHET. 

good will come of it. What are entertain- 
ments of all kinds — ^but empty puff— 'Vaio 
show,* as the poet says — but you have no 
taste for poetry. No, few have — I had, for 
instance — but I gave it up — I had a turn for 
the grocery business — and poetry — but no mm 
can be great in two things — so I fixed on the 
former — ." 

" That was a mercy. Mister Peter, for 
somehow, although I am but an ignorant man, 
seeing I don't know B from a buttercup, yet 1 
think y'er poetry would'nt have sould as well 
as y'er tea and sugar.'' 

" Humph!" replied the Prophet, "I sec, 
Paddy, that long red house is to be let, and 
the owner's off to America ; there, my words 
always come true ; no good will come of that 
man, says I, and so it was." 

** Why, I knew no good could come of him 
myself," replied Paddy ; ** who ever saw a 
good end come to any one that was hard to 
the poor ? foreby being unjust, did'nt he write 
a will, and make his dead uncle put his name 
on it, by houlding the corpse's hand, and then 
he swore he had life in him at the time, and 
troth so he had, for he put a live worm in the 
dead man's mouth, the baste." 

** That's one of your stories, Paddy, like 
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what you told me long ago about Friar Mul- 
loy's brown nag, and the chimney ; there goes 
the Friar ; that's not a nag, but a fine hunter 
he's on now ; I suppose that's the one Paul 
Doolan gave him for praying his mother's soul 
out of purgatory in three weeks ; he's a holy 
man, without a doubt, but mark my words, 
that beast will break his neck, it's so spirity." 

" As to the worm, ye may believe it or not, 
as you plase. Mister Peter, but it's as true as 
the sun's above us ; and as to Friar Mulloy , 
sure all the world knows he's a holy man, and 
a good ; never a cratur passes his door, with- 
out the bit and the sup, barring the guager, 
the blackguard, that tuck his polteen, and kilt 
his illegant little bit of a mare. Oh ! wisha ! 
every day's bad luck to him for that same." 

'' Is it true that your niece, Alice, is going 
to be married to Corry Howlan ; she's a sweet 
pretty girl, but ." 

" Now, Mister Peter, or Peter the Pro- 
phet, or whatever other name ye may have, 
I'll just trouble ye to hould y'er tongue about 
Alice and Corry ; not that I care a toss up 
(with all due respect) for y'er prophecies, al- 
though ye want every body to believe ye've 
the second sight, like a Highlander; but ye 
sec, as they are to be married, it's unlucky tq 



have any ill laid out for Uiem ; and as to tlie 
girl. GcmI's blessing be about tier, she's the 
light of my eyes, and the joy of my heart, 
erciry day and hour of her life, the jewil." 

Peter looked annoyed at hearing his pro- 
phetic powers called in question, but he deemed 
it safer to hold his peace for a time ; at all 
events, until they came in view of the new 

Along a green shady lane which led to the 
centre of that day's attraction, tvo people were 
walking, or rather stroUiog, of very diflerent 
appearance to Paddy and Peter — Peter and 
Paddy I ought to say- — a lively, lovely girl, 
with roguish hazel eyes, not the soft sleeping 
eye of that bewitching coIouTi but a round 
brilliant little orb nov twinkling, now dazzling, 
now half shut, and not on&eqnently stealing 
nnder iti pent-home lid to " the t&r- comer," 
and peeping slyly about for fun or miachief— 
the nose of this little penonage was, moreover, 
retroutei — an unerring taken of much spirit, 
and, if vexed, not a little spite. But it was 
the glittering fairoeu of this fairy oreatnn 
which, nnitad to the pure glow of health and 
oheerfiilneas, 'completed her fwoination, and 
made Alice Mnlvany the moat perfect bit of 
Natnre's colouring I ever had tb« good fortune 
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li> behold. Her companion, Corry Howlan. 
could not have been mistaken as belonging to 
any country, principality, or power, bnt tho 
green little Island — how often have I been 
both auiused and mortified at hearing my En- 
glish friends exclaim, whenever a particnlarly 
miserable, dirty, round-faced, slupid person, 
met their view, " Oh, how like an Irishman I" 
" quite impossible to mistake that creature for 
any thing but an Irishman;" trust me those 
know little of our peasantry who judge of 
them from bricklayer's labourers, superannuated 
watchmen, and ( 'ov en t- garden basket women. 
Corry Howlan was a good specimen of onr 
small farmers— and 1 will sketch him for your 
amusement, gentle reader, as he loitered down 
that green lane with his merry companion — 
height, six feet one or two — an air of easy eon- 
fidence, and every limb well proportioned — 
face, oval — ^teeth, white and even — -nose, unde- 
fined as to aquiline, Grecian, snub, or Roman, 
but, nevertheless, highly respectable ; eyes, 
large, bienfoncee, and expressive ; brow, open 
shaded with rich curling brown hair — the dress, 
as usual on holiday occasions — red waistcoat, 
blue coat, knee breeches, while stockings, neat 
black Spanish leather shoes — shirt collar 
(brown back a-la-Byron, loosely confined al 
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the base by a green silk neckerchief — a " brao 
new beaver," placed on one side the head in a 
knowing position, and a stick, not dignified 
enongli to be designated as " shelalah," nor 
slight enough to be called " switch." There 
arc many 1 i ken essea which, though correct as 
to shape and feature, fail in expression, and so 
it is in the present instance. I cannot paint 
the affectionate feelings pourtrayed in the 
young man's face, when his eyes rested on the 
careless, thoughtless girl, who tripped at his 
side, as giddy as Ihe gay butterfly that wavered 
from the perfumed meadow-sweet to the beau- 
tiful but scentless convolvulus, and whose long 
I twirling stems were supported at either side 
■ &eir path by black thorn or greeny fiirze. One 
of the most beautiful features in an Irish land- 
scape is the quantity of small singing birds I 
which animate every break and bush ; and, i 
they paced along, the young folk disturbed I 
either the soaring lark, the merry stone-chatter, / 
the gay goldlincb, the tiny wren, the linnet J 
bunting, yellow hammer ; as they approached^ 
the thicker coterU, a jetty black bird, or timid ■ 
partridge, would rustle for a moment amid t 
leaves, and then dart across their path swift M 
fUi arrow." 

" The poor harmless birdcens," said Coriyfl 
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** Alice, do you know, I never could hurt one 
of thim small things." 

" Well nor I, Corry," replied the little 
lass, '' particularly [the robin red breast, that 
r has got, you know, the blessed] Virgin's own 
Son's blood upon it — ^for when the Saviour was 
crucified the poor bird was heart-sorry, and 
away it flew round the cross, and over the cross, 
bemoaning all the time — and whin the cruel 
Jew-man pierced his holy side, some of the 
blood flew on the cratur's breast, and thin it 
never stopt until it nested in the holy Virgin's 
bosom ; and, to be sure, she knew the blood 
and the faithfulness of the robin, and she 
blessed it, and settled it so, that every red 
breast has the mark of the blessed blood to this 
very day." 

" You've a good memory. Ally, I hope 
youll think of every thing as clear as that ; 
and, above all, not forget what you more than 
half, indeed as good as whole, promised me last 
night at y'er father's door, and I laning aginst 
the post." 

" I'm sure Corry, I've not the laste thought 
of any thing — was it about Paddy Clarey's 
white mare that broke into father's clover 
field?" and Alice stooped to gather a wild 
polyanthus, whose blossomy coronel pushed its 
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wfty over some ouekoo^belk, and craiding 
*^ Robin nm-the-hedge." 

** Y'er the devil's teaser, Ally» darling, ye 
har'nt y'er lilfle eocked up nose for nothing." 

'' Well, if I'm the devil's teazer, yon own 
y'erself flie devil ; and as to mj nose, there 
are plenty to admire it without you/' 

'' Sure it's I that do admire it, and what's 
more love it, and its owner i but AUoe, last 
night, don't you remember, whin the moon- 
hemes fell on your sweet face, and whin ye 
turned away, even from that weak light to hide 
y'er blushes, that ye did not need on account 
that y'er too handsome, even without them. 
And whin I held y'er hand, and did what I'm 
sartin no man living would dare to do but 
myself, kissed it; with warm love, and yet 
with as much respect as if it had been a 
queen's. Do you remember, oh, I know you 
do, that whin not only I, but y'er father begged 
ye to fix the day ; ye whispered-— oh ! it was 
so low, so sweet, Weeter Alice than ever I 
hard even your own sweet voice before, * to- 
morrow I will tell;' that, that was all you 
said ; that sweet ' tomorrow.' Alice, I have 
thought on it ever since. You will not dis- 
appoint me. We can't fail to be happy. And 
all so smiling. Y'er father, who loves me next 
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to his own. My mother, who dotes upon ye, 
how coald she help it ? A nate farm, and this 
morning I've been after a milch-white cow, 
for the sake of the luck ; such a one is'nt in 
the whole Bar'ny ; and I've bought it too ; 
and we'll look at it this evening, after the bit 
o' dance at the new Quay. I did'nt mane to 
tell ye yet, but somehow I can't keep any 
thing from ye, that would give ye satisfaction. 
And now darlint ! Ally, my own Ally, the day, 
the day." The young man took the maiden's 
hand within his, and was about to press it to 
his lips ; when, instigated by a sudden fit of 
caprice, she jerked it from him, and averting 
her head, to hide the self-satisfied smile which 
played over her countenance, replied, 

** You need not make so free. Sir, I said 
that jist to please father. I can do no such 
thing, and I hate white cows." 

Corry had been long enough a lover to 
have sufi*ered from those little whimsical 
tricks, which poor as well as rich Misses 
practise for their own amusement, and their 
lovers' mortification. 

I must confess, I enjoy amazingly the dis- 
comfiture the lords of the creation experience 
upon such occasions. They twist and writhe 
so much under their sufierings, like eels trying 



i 



204 PETER THE PROPHET. 

to get out of their skin. Anxions to show off 
in all their native dignity, yet fearing to offend 
the slippery fair one, who, for all her teasing, 
would not lose the '^ tasselPd gentel" for 
worlds. Then, after marriage, the nohle Sir, 
begins to think it his turn to show off; and he 
gets capricious ; and then some old bachelor, 
uncle, or brother, tough and crusty, and per- 
pendicular as a church steeple, gives the bride- 
groom his '' word of advice, to put his feet in 
his shoes, keep her nose to the grinding- 
stone, support the dignity of his sex, keep 
his own secrets." And the bride has her 
*' female friends ;" old maiden aunts, who 
hate *' male creatures," and beg their " dear 
niece to have a will and a way of her own, 
and be mistress in her own house,'' and poor 
relations, anxious that the lady should have a 
private purse ! that stumbling-block to do- 
mestic happiness. '' So disagreeable to go to 
a husband for every shilling," " no need to in- 
form a man of all things," '' never suffer a 
husband to know how much you love him." 
And, if these counsellors are attended to, the 
cat-and-dog warfare commences, and the " I 
will," and '* I wont," '* You shall," " I shan't," 
Sir," — « Madam," — " Would to heaven we 
never been married." 
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Now a little karmless teazing does no harm 
in the world ; where " bear and forbear " is 
attended to, it gives a zest, a spirit to exist- 
ence, and where there is much and pure 
affection — 

<< The short passing anger, but serves to awaken 
Fresh beauties, like flowers that are sweetest when shaken." 

Not that I mean to say Alice was right in 
saying " she hated white cows," which was a 
decided story. No Irish girl or woman yet 
ever hated a white cow ; the thing is impos- 
sible — quite. Every body, who knows any 
thing, knows that a white cow is as good as 
the Priest's blessing, or holy water in the 
house of the early wed ; and it was much too 
saucy a thing to say, but her nose was up, and 
her tongue was as nimble as a greyhound. 

" Well, Alice," replied Corry, who, as I 
said before, often suffered from his love's 
whimseys — " I'm parfectly astonished at y'er 
not liking the white cow, that I bought to 
plase ye ; but, whin ye see her, I know ye'll 
admire her, beyant — " 

" Ye need not have troubled y'erself to buy 
the cow, Mr. Corry, for me ; for may be 1*11 
never own her," interrupted Alice. 

" Y'er not going to be jilty after y'er prc^ 
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mise, and y'er father to the iore^ Alice," said 
Corry, who loved her too well to have the 
wedding jested about. 

** I gave no promise to be bothered wid ye, 
and, whether I did or no, I'll change my mind 
if I like, myself." 

" Is that the pattern of ye'r honour. Miss 
Alice Mulvany?" inquired the young man, 
much annoyed. 

" Mind y'er own business, if ye plase, Mr. 
Cornelius Howlan, and I'll mind mine. I've 
bothered him fairly," she muttered to herself, 
" I knew I'd get a rise out of him." 

** May be Miss Alice ye'd rather have my 
room nor my company ?" 

** There's no manner o' doubt of it." 

** May be. Miss Mulvany, ye'd wish me to 
take my lave ?" 

" Ye have the lave, so now take ye'rself 
off," she replied, very sharply. 

The young man looked earnestly in her face, 
and said, in his usual affectionate tone, " Dear 
Alice, let us be friends — dear Alice — ^you can't, 
can't really mean to quarrel with your Corry 
—dear ?" 

" Don't dear Alice me. Sir, after that 
fashion ! don't dare to dear Alice me : what 
do ye mean ? after calling me filthy, and all 
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manner o' names, to be coming ^ dear Alice ' 
over me : — no. Sir; and I tell ye my mind, 
Mister Cornelius Howlan, I hate yon as well 
as the white cow, and I wont dance a step 
with ye, nor spake a word more to ye, this 
blessed day — Amen ! and if ye take my advice 
ye'U be off with y'erself !" 

Alice, after this pretty piece of eloquence, 
tossed her little head, pressed her lips firmly 
together, and walked sturdily towards the main 
road. Corry did all he could to make her 
laugh, or speak- -but no ; she was as obstinate 
as a mule. He gathered wild flowers and 
stuck them in her hat — she flung them from 
her : he told his drollest stories, then he rea- 
soned with her, then, in his fine rich voice, he 
sung her favourite airs — and the only wonder 
is, that she managed to hold her tongue so 
long. She afterwards confessed it was sore at 
the tip from inaction. At last, quite wearied 
by her stubbornness, Corry said, as they drew 
near the New Quay, ** Now look, Alice, I'll 
not taze ye with spaking any more, the day 

but may be, before night comes, you'll be 

sorry for this fit of the dumps." 

What a cheerful noisy assemblage — a pat- 
tern ! a pattern was nothing to it ; there was 
clear sea, and the small waves running little 
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races on the firm strand : the two brigs, the 
largest ever seen close to the shore in that part 
of the world, drawn up to the Quay, which was 
crowded by the gentry and bettermost farmers' 
wives and daughters, with the piper at one end 
and the fiddler at the other, both playing the 
same tune, of which little could be heard for 
the shouting, the laughing, and chattering; 
then the windows of the Stores were all open, 
and such of the ladies as did not like to en- 
counter the heat of the sun, tempered even as 
it was by the refreshing sea-breeze, were seated 
on high, enjoying the noise and bustle ; while 
the large rooms beneath sent forth such clouds 
of savoury perfumes, as told of roast and boiled, 
pickled and preserved, besides spicery and 
cates, that would do hohour to an aldermanic 
assembly. Then the machines employed to 
convey the company invited from various parts 
of the country, one or two carriages of micient 
days, some few gigs, jaunting cars, under all 
their classifications, the double, the inside, the 
outside ; then the '' common car made com- 
fortable," for the more homely, first filled with 
straw, then a feather-bed, covered with tiiat 
destroyer of time, calico, and taste, apatch 
quilt. I have seen five dames, strange as it 
may seem, in such a conveyance ; two seated 
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next the hones' tally partly on the shafts of the 
car, two IB the middle of the feather bed (no 
bad seat that), and one cross-ways at the bot- 
tom ; this unfortonate is always obliged to hold 
fast with both hands, for a sadden jerk would 
inevitably dislodge the most ponderous. 

The sailors, mixed with the rustic groupes, 
congregated under several awnings that stretch- 
ed along the strand, and enjoyed the eagerness 
shown by the untt^velled peasantry to inspect 
the wonders of their barques, which were 
cleaned and trimmed gaily out for the purpose 
of exhibition. The most interesting of all the 
sights, however, was a black cabin boy : scarcely 
any one, in Bannow, had ever seen a negro, 
and the poor little fellow was subjected to all 
manner of inspection ; the old women were for 
washing and scraping him, to see if he could 
be brought to ** atlaicent colour;" the young 
ones appeared terrified, and Peter the Pro- 
phet, after much critical exammation, declared 
that ** no good could come of bringing such 
outlandish diings among Christians/' 

*' Ally, my dear," said Paddy Mulvany to 
his niece, ** what ails ye, that ye look so solid? 
come, you and Corry are iUegant hands at 
the jig, and ye must both put the best foot fore« 
most to-night, 'cause of the gi&try/' 

VOL. II. o 
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" I'll not dance a step this night, uncle, 
with Cony!" she replied, heartily sick of her 
resolve, yet, like most women, mistaking obsti- 
nacy for firmness : *' I wont do it, because I 
said I would'nt ; and, for the matter o' that, 
he does'nt want me to — ^he's been flirting away 
this half-hour with Ellen Muccleworth." 

'* He's been doing no such thing, my dear, 
I've been watching ye both, you wont spake 
to him, and yet ye ixpect him to sit at ^er 
elbow, putting up with y'er snouting — ^for 
what ? I'll go bail ye don't know y'erself. — 
It's well, pretty Alice, I'm not y'er bachelor, 
I'd lave ye to get rid of y'er humours as ye 
could, my jewel." 

So saying, Paddy Mulvany turned on his 
heels — tears filled the fine eyes of Alice, but 
she remained obstinate as ever — and, when 
Corry danced with Ellen, really believed 
herself a much injured, insulted little maiden. 

" I don't care," said she to herself — " 111 
not sit quiet to please him — I'll jig it with the 
very next boy that axes me." And so she did; 
and the next boy that asked her was no other 
than handsome Horatio Laverton, the mate of 
the Timber Vessel, and Corry had the mortifi- 
cation of seeing that Alice danced to perfec- 
tion, and of hearing such expressions of up- 
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probation from the sarrounding eompany, m 
— " illegantly danced"—" Succesg*'— " Well, 
in all my time I niver saw so sweet a couple 
on the flare." " Corry, ye'r bale oat by the En- 
glish boy, clane bate, and at the jig too." 
" Horrai there's a fling; well, that is danc- 
ing." Then Alice figared in a three handed 
reel, with the mate and her rival Ellen, and, 
certainly, she there had the advantage ; forEllcD 
was pronoonced as " not fit to hoald a candle to 
her." Yet, as the evening waned on, Alice's 
bad spirits increased, and even the attentions 
of the handscHne Horatio Laverton failed to 
reconcile her to the reproaches of that little, 
silent, yet powerfol monitor within her own 
bosom. As the moon rose slowly over the wa- 
ters, she remembered that she had been more 
happy at her uncle's door, with no eye upon 
her but her lover's, than she was at that mo- 
ment, walking up and down the [Her, with an 
almost stranger, and listening to so much 
praise, that she began to doubt she could de« 
serve it : still she remained obstinate. 

" We will make friends to-morrow," said 
she to herself — and, as she stood leaning on 
handsome Horatio Laverton's arm, looking 
towards the little Island of Bannow, Oorry 
and her uncle came on the pier. 8ho saw^ 

o2 



212 ' PETER THE PROPHET. 

in a moment, thai her lovto had taken too 
mnch whisky punch, aUd this reminded her 
that he had broken a promise he made her the 
preiceding evening* She forgot how she had 
acted herself ; and, when Corry good hnmour- 
edly spoke to her, turned away, curled up her 
little nose, and replied not. 

'' I am glad to find, Alice, that you like the 
smell of tar better than that of whisky." This 
remark was only noticed by the little nose 
sdounting still higher, but the sailor imme- 
diately replied — 

*'I suppose, Mister Irishman, the young 
lady may like what she chooses." Corry, '* hot, 
hasty, and rapid," was nothing loath to answer, 
but Paddy Mulvany interfered iinmediately. 

*' Mister mate, — that young lady, as yoo 
are so civil as to call her, is my niece, and, 
moreover, engaged to that young man ; some 
tiff came betwixt them this momitig, but it 11 
blow off, only I'm sorry my eldest brotheifs 
child should acl so flirty a pi^t. Ckmi^, yoa 
two shake hands, sure we ought all to be glad 
of the strangers who will brin^, not only 
plenty, but peace to our strand." ' The yoong 
men shook hands, and Paddy Mulvany plaeed 
his niece's arm within his, and whispered that 
it was time to go home. 
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** What do you tbink of oiar pier and har- 
bour ?" inquired Oorty of the. mafe. . ' 

^' It's niciely suited for .trade/' replied the 
sailor, ^^ and the little island opposite shelters 
it from the nor'-west wind. I'll try and swim 
to that spot to-morrow morning, though, if I 
can do it, I suppose I'm the only one in the 
country could; if s a long stretchy" 

'' It's a good swim for cartain, tint I'd do it 
as easy as kiss my hand, clothes, and all, this 
minute, with all the ease in life." 

** Well that's good, faith, now do you ex- 
pect me to believe that? Why I'd bet ye a 
gallon of stiff grog, ye'd founder before ye'd 
get half way." 

" Done." 

" Done." 

« Done and done's enough betwixt us two 
at any time, and so here goes, clothes and all, 
excepting coat and shoes." 

" What are ye after, Corry V inquired Pad- 
dy Mulvany, seeing him taking off his coat." 

** Going to swim to the island for a small 
taste of a wager ; this gentleman says, though 
he?s a sea-faring man, it's impossible, so Vta. 
jist going to show him the differ, for the honour 
of ould Ireland ; I'm no fresh water-rat, to fear 
a ducking in the brine — ^here goes." 
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^ Whenever a tme-borh Padander meditates 
a dashing exploit, it is for the honour of '* Oald 
Ireland," and many. of Corry^s friends, heed- 
less of the consequence^ cheered him to the 
undertaking. Paddy expostulated, hut the 
voice of the thoughtless is always loud; his 
reasonings were not heard^ 

'' What, strike a bet to an Englishman ! a 
bet mustn't be broken." 

'* But I say it must and shall," said Paddy, 
'* he's not in a fit state to swim; put on your 
coat Corry, here's Ally will ax you not to go." 

** Will she," exclaimed Corry, " if she does 
I'll give it up, pay the grog ; and that's more 
nor I'd do for any man, woman, or child, barr- 
ing herself." 

'* Alice," said her uncle, in an under tone, 
" Alice, for the love of God ax him not to go; 
^ sure as ye'r alive some harm '11 happen 
to him." 
. "I don't care," replied the sulky beauty. 

Corry heard the words : " You don't care, 
Alice, now here goes in earnest!" and he 
sprang off the pier into the ocean. Alice flew 
to the spot, and ejaculated ** dear Corry," but 
it was too late. *' I knew the tide would be over 
strong," exclaimed Mulvany, '< and so much 
whisky." 
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*^ By George ! he's doing it nobly," said the 
Englishman. 

** Ould Ireland for ever !" shouted the pea- 
sants. Paddy knew well that the attempt was 
highly dangerous ; he had often seen Corne- 
lias swim, and perceived the difference now. 
Without uttering a sentence he jumped from 
the pier to the deck of the nearest vessel ; 
then dropped into a little boat that was along- 
side, which was quickly unmoored, and, seizing 
the oars, tacked after his young friend ; this 
was the work of a moment, and one of the En- 
glish sailors observed — 

" I say — ^who'd ha' thought that yon fresh 
water chap would have slipt that craft off so 
nimbly." 

It was one of the clearest evenings that ever 
beamed out of the heavens; the moon had risen 
up an unclouded sky ; the waters reflected the 
** night's fair queen," and the little twinkling 
stars in its clear blue bosom. The island 
might be somewhat more than an Irish mile 
from the pier ; and the efforts Corry made to 
gain it were distinctly visible, but the eddy near 
the distant shore was very strong. As there 
were many jutting crags that intercepted the 
even flowing of the tide, Paddy Mulvany did 
not follow in the exact track, but kept to the 
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right of Corry. Alice stood on the pier in 
breathless anxiety ; and that feeling was in- 
creased to one of indescribable agony, when 
she heard the mate exclaim — ** Good God I 
— sure it can't be!— ^yes— the currentr— he's 
struggling — as I hope to.be saved ! he's gone 
down." The crowd, now pressed forward to the 
end of the pier. ; Stoutly did Mulvauy try to 
tack his boat so as to gain the drowning man; 
but unfortunately she stuck upon a sand bank, 
and there was no time to disengage her; he 
therefore relinquished the oars, and plunged 
into the sea. By this time Corry had risen ; 
but before his friend reached him he had again 
disappeared. One loud long shriek of agony 
drew the attention of the spectators for a mo- 
ment to the land. It was Corry's aged — ^wi- 
dowed mother. She rushed fearfully along 
the Quay, exclaiming, " My boy ! — ^my boy ! — 
my blessed boy !" It was with difficulty she 
was restrained from casting herself into the 
waters ; her eye fixed on Alice ; and she said, 
in a tone between.bittemess and love, ** Ally ! 
Ally ! why did ye let him go ? sure I.Juiaw if 
you had gainsayed him, he'd a' soon died, as 
done any thing to hurt you." 

Mulvany had watched the moment for Cor^ 
ry's rising, and *' treaded the water," while he 
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seized him by the collar, so as to prevent the 
possibility of grappling. Instead of the exer- 
tion he expected, he was much horrified to 
find the poor fellow apparently a motionless 
corpse ; and when he placed him in the boat* 
no symptom of lingering life was manifested. 
A loud shout from the shore told plainly how 
sincerely the people rejoiced in the success 
of Mulvany's exertions. Alice and Corry's 
mother rushed into each others arms ; trem* 
bling, they awaited the arrival of the boat; but 
it is quite impossible to describe what followed, 
when the wet and senseless form of the beloved 
of their hearts was laid on the strand. 

One in the crowd tried to soothe the wild 
grief of Alice ; " Asy, asy, dear, sure 'tis 
God's will !" She turned towards the man 
who had spoken, and pointed to the body, 
then, with the action of frenzy, shook the 
pale hand, shrieking, ''Corry! oh, Corry, 
dear ! why wont ye wake ? oh ! wake, wake, 
'tis I that ax it;'^ and the unhappy girl fell 
senseless on the bosom of him she had dearly 
loved. The noise roused the mother, who 
had been wiping off the chill damp from 

* The boats used along the Irish Coasts are exceed- 
ingly large and deep in the keel; they are very seldom 
upset. 
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her son's forehead; her sorrow ^'was too 
deep for tears." " I tell ye, Alice, he's 
dead!'' she murmered, when the girl's la- 
ment broke upon her ear, " and will never 
wake again !" she bent over him, while her 
hand rested on his ashy brow, and muttered, 
unconscious of the presence of strangers — 
*' You were a good son, agra ! the green plant 
of the desert. How like his father he is now, 
whin I saw him last, jist before they put him 
in the could grave, in the morning of his days, 
dead — dead — " 

'* My good woman," said the Captain of the 
vessel, pushing through the crowd, ** It is 
impossible that such a strong fine fellow as 
that could be smothered in so short a time by 
a mere mouthful of salt water! come, my 
hearties ! lend a hand and haul him aboard ; 
there's hot-water, and stoves, and every con- 
venience — and it wont be the first time we 
brought a lad to life after a ducking." The 
old woman looked earnestly in his face, and, 
clasping her hands, faintly articulated, << life! 
to life! God's blessing! life! life !"— and 
accompanied the kind-hearted Englishman, 
who assisted, himself, in the removal. 

At any other time, the Irish would have 
strenuously exerted themselves to prevent the 
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interference of the Englbh about '' death 
consams ;'' but the Captain's i(ind manner, 
and Mr. Townsend's going on board, silenced 
all their scruples ; Paddy Mulvany also fol- 
lowed, supporting his niece, whose youthful 
feelings rebounded at the prospect of Corry's 
recovery. As he was stepping on board, some 
one pulled his sleeve, and the ominous face 
of " Peter the Prophet" popped over his 
shoulder. 

'* I just wanted to remind you, Paddy 
Mulvany, that I tould ye no good would come 
of the new Quay; youlljust please to remem- 
ber, Paddy Mulvany — " 

Paddy turned full on him — « Ye ill-look- 
ing, croaking, money-making ould vagabond, if 
I catch y'erwizcnd raven-face within tin yards of 
me or mine, either in town or country. 111 just 
give ye the finish, and here's the beginning." 

The drover made a blow at Mister Peter, 
which, if it had arrived at its destination, 
would have silenced his prognostication for a 
time, but he had wisely retreated, and ever after 
kept the other side of the road when he espio<l 
Paddy's striding figure approaching. 

The eflbrts of the English crew were suc- 
cessful. And the next morning a groupe of 
three — no— four, passed up the green lane, 
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where the hirds were ringing, and the flewers 
blossoming, as sweetly as ever. An old woman 
could hardly be said to be in the adyanoe, so 
closely did she keep, and so olten did she 
torn back to look upon a party of three, iwho 
filled np the pathway. A young man, '.ex- 
ceedingly pale, was in the centre^ and he de- 
rived support and happiness £N»ni those ton 
whom he leant. The girl was slight, andthe 
tear-drop glittered in her eye, eren when 'the 
pale youth gazed upon her with looks of un- 
diminished affection ; his hand too lay, hut 
could hardly be said to lean, upon her fsiry 
arm ; while his companion on (he other side 
had enough to sustain. Alice became a re- 
formed flirt. And, although she never quite 
conquered her love for ingeniously torment- 
ing, yet did she conquer her obstinacy,: and 
declared unqualified approbation of the white 
cow. 
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